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LIFE  OF  MALLET.    * 


SINCE  the  publication  of  the  life  of  Mallet,  by  Dr.  Johnfon, 
miny  particulars  rcTpedling  the  early  part  of  it  have  been 
brought  to  light,  by  means  of  information  authenticated  by  his 
epillolary  correfpondence  with  one  of  the  profeflbrs  of  King'j 
Colltige,  Aberdeen,  and  inferted  in  th:  Edinburgh  Magizin-  } 
fo  that  the  Doctor  appears  to  have  given  no  other  account  than 
fuch  as,  according  to  his  own  words,  <'  h  fupplied  by  the  unau- 
thorifed  loquacity  of  common  fajne,  and  a  very  flight  perfonal 
knowledge." 

David  Mallet  was  born  about  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  cen- 
tury, but  neither  the  place  of"  his  nativity,  nor  the  fituation  of 
his  parents  can  be  precifely  afccrtained. 

According  to  Dr.  Johnfon's  account,  he  "  was  through  the 
penury  of  his  parents  compelled  to  be /flHJraf,  or  porter,  of  the 
High  School  of  Edinburgh ;  a  mean  oihce,  of  which,"  that 
biographer  fays,  "  he  did  not  afterwards  delight  to  hear."  But 
there  is  not  even  the  flight  ground  of  tradition  to  Vouch  i'or  the 
authenticity  of  this  account  :  on  the  contrary,  ir  is  invalidated 
by  cuftom  immemorial,  which  muft  have  precluded  his  eligi- 
bility to  an  office  always  vefted  in  perfons  of  advanced  years. — 
Befides,  reafon  cannot  admit  of  the  probability  of  our  author, 
then  a  youth  of  very  promifmg  genius,  having  accepted  fo  de- 
grading an  office  as  that  cf  porter,  to  which  the  moft  menial 
fer^'ices  are  attached. 

He  appears,  from  his  own  words,  to  have  been,  In  his  earlier 
years,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Ker,  at  Aberdeen,  which  he 
thus  gratefully  acknowledges,  in  one  of  his  letters.  "  You 
are  one,  (he  writes)  to  whom  I  ftind  indebted  for  all  the  ad- 
vances I  fl'illl  make  in  the  world,  as  having  laid  the  foundation 
by  your  inl\ru£lion,  and  raifed  the  luperftrudlure  by  your  love 
and  favour." 

In  procefs  of  time,  he  was  recommended  to  Mr.  Home,  a 
gentleman  of  fortune  near  Edinbui-gh,  in  whofe  family  be  re- 
fided  in  1720,  a?  tutor  to  the  children  5  a  fituation  which  af- 
forded him  an  opportunity  of  profecuting  his  ftudies  at  the  Uni- 
verfity  of  that  city.  He  acknowledges  that  Mr.  Home  allowed 
him  learning,  clotlies,  and  diet,  but  no  fixed  falary  ;  from  which 
it  may  be  inferred,  that  his  parents  were  not  in  affluent  circum- 
flances. 

Mallet  entertained  an  early  regard  for  the  Mufes,  and  gave  his 
opinion  of  poetry  to  Mr.  Ker,  his  friend  and  patron,  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms.  "  I  own  it  is'  my  opinion  that  poefy  gives  me  a 
fprightly  turn  of  thinking,  and  flocksthe  imagination  with  beau- 
tiful irtia^es,  tli-at  caracil.itc  one  for  vvritintr  and  talking  agree- 
ably J 
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ably  ;  yet  I  am.  in  too  bad  a  condition  already  to  entail  poverty 
on  mylelf  by  a  blinded  pafiion  tor  rhyme." 

He  purfued  his  ftudies  with  great  affiduity,  and  acquired  1") 
competent  a  knowledge  of  the  Latin  language,  as  to  give,  in 
1721,  a  poetical  veriion  of  a  Congratulatory  Poem,  written  by 
Mr.  Ker.  He  had  alfo  devoted  a  confiderable  time  to  tiie  acqui- 
fitionofthe  Greek  and  French  languages. 

The  tollovving  year  he  attempted  a  poem,  called  "  TheTranf- 
figuration,"  confefll'dly  vvritten  in  imitation  of  Milton's  ftyle  .; 
but  having  been  long  preferved,  with  other  mai:ufcript  paperij 
it  did  not  appear  till  many  years  after  his  death,  when  it  was 
printed  from  the  original,  in  the  pofTcflion  of  a  much  valued  " 
friend,  from  whom  the  author  had  received  fignal  tokens  of  fa- 
vour and  cfti:cm. 

His  literary  fame  being  now  enhanced,  procured  him  the 
friendflnp  of  Thompfon,  his  feilov,- collegian,  as  well  as  other 
cotemporary  authors  ;  fome  of  whom  have  made  very  honoura- 
ble mention  of  him  in  their  works. 

In  1723  our  author  furmounted  the  difadvantages  attendant  On 
his  birth  and  fortune  ;  being  adm.ittcd  through  the  recommen- 
dation of  two  very  icfpcdlable  friends,  into  the  family  of  the 
Duke  of  Montrofc,  as  tutor  to  his  fonsj  and  it  appears,  from  in- 
difputablc  teftimony,  that  he  filled  his  office  with  credit  to  him- 
felf,  and  advantage  to  his  pupils,  and  was,  in  confcquence, 
treated  with  evtry  token  of  kindnefs  and  regard  by  his  noble 
patron.  His  avocations  in  the  Duke's  family  did  not  preclude 
him  from  applicition  to  his  ftudies,  for  the  further  cultivation 
of  his  mind,  having  abundant  opportunity  of  adverting  to  clalJic 
authors,  i a  both  the  Greek  and  Latin  languages,  as  well  as  ad- 
vancing his  knowledge  in  mathematics  and  philofophy.  He 
employed  many  of  his  leifure  hours  in  tranflating  "  Bo[]ua''s 
Dijcoun  Jur  L" HiJIoh-e  [/mva-fellc,''''  for  the  ufe  of  his  pupilj  Lord 
"William  Graham,  and  ha\ing,  in  1724,  refumed  his  applica- 
tion to  poetry,  v^'hicli  he  had  relinquished  for  fome  time,  he 
laid  down  the  plan  of  his  tragedy  of  Eurydice,  which  remained 
unfinillred  till  1731,  and  wrote  his  charming  little  ballad  of 
William  and  Margaret,  which  was  printed  in  Hill's  <*  Plais 
Dealer,"  July  the  24th,  of  the  above-mentioned  year. 

In  the  courfe  of  the  fame  year  he  prodvaced  a  copy  of  verfes, 
occafioned  by  Dr.  Frazer's  i-ebuilding  part  of  the  univerfity  of 
Aberdeen.  This  trifle  has  fom.e  point,  and  many  pertinent  al- 
lufiojis,  and  is  fuppoled  to  have  procured  for  the  author  an  aca- 
demical diftindlion  j  as,  in  a  letter  to  his  friend  Mr.  Ker,  he 
intimates  that  he  never  afked  for  any  honour  from  the  univ  rfity 
of  Edinburgh  ;  but  that  when  that  learned  body  fhould  be  pleaftd 
to  confer  it  on  him,  he  would  make  a  public  acknowledgment 
<;f  rt  in  ati  addrefs  to  the  whole  focitty.  In 
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_  In  1728  he  publifhed  "  The  Excurfion,*'  a  fanciful  defcrlp- 
tion  of  various  kenes  of  nature;  fuggefted,  as  is  fuppofed,  by 
*'  The  Seafons/'  of  his  friend  Thomfon,  which  were  then  in 
the  zenith  of  their  glory,  and  prabably  ftimulated  our  author  to 
emulate  the  fame  of  his  cotempornry  bard. 

His  tragedy  of  Eurydice  appeared  at  the  theatre  of  Drury-Lane 
in  173 1.  It  was  favourably  received,  but  its  fuccefs  was  noC 
great,  notwithftanding  the  principal  parts  were  admirably  fuf- 
tained  by  Mr.  Garrick  and  Mrs.  Gibber,  who  exerted  their  ut- 
moft  abilities  to  advance  the  reputation  and  emolument  of  the 
author.  The  prologue  and  epilogue  were  written  by  his  friend 
Aaron  Hill. 

From  the  influence  of  the  noble  family  in  which  he.  refided, 
and  the  fame  he  had  acquired  by  his  poetical  talents,  he  was  now 
admitted  to  aflbciation  with  the  firft  ch^rafters  of  the  age,  whe- 
ther for  dignity  of  rank,  or  eminence  lor  ability  5  amongfl: 
whom  were  Frederick  Prince  of  Wales,  Lyttleton,  Chefterfieid, 
Bolingbroke,  Pope,  Young,  &c. 

His  poem  on  '<  Verbal  Criticifm,"  which  was  written  in 
1733,  appe?js  evidently  defigned  as  a  compliment  to  Pope. — 
The  ridicule  caft  on  the  editors,  collators,  commentators,  and 
critics  of  that  day,  feems  to  have  originated  from  a  fragment 
which  Pope  hid  publLOied  in  a  Mifcellany,  long  before  he  en- 
grafted it  [as  Dr.  Johnfon  expreiici  it]  into  a  regular  poem.  That 
rigid  critic  pronounces  rhe  verfification  to  be  tolerable  ;  adding, 
*'  that  it  is  a  compofition  of  more  pertnefs  than  wit,  and  that  it 
evinces  more  confidence  than  knowledge." 

When  the  Prince  of  Wahs,  in  confequence  of  a  difference 
betvveen  him  and  his  P.oyal  Father,  was  forbidden  the  palace, 
and  kept  a  feparate  court,  he  had  recourfe  to  a  maxim  ufually 
followed  upon  limilar  occafions,  which  was  to  place  himfelf  at 
the  head  of  the  oppofition,  and  acquire  popularity  by  affording 
patronage  to  men  eminent  for  tlieir  literary  abilici-.s.  Amongft 
rhefe  was  our  author,  who  was  appointed  under  fecretary  to  his 
Royal  Highnefs,  with  a  falary  ot  two  hundred  pounds  per  an- 
num. Soon  after,  he  was  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of 
Arts,  at  St.  Mary  Hall,  Oxford,  for  having  written  fome  con- 
gratulatory verfes,  prcfcnted  to  the  Prince  of  Orange  by  the 
Univerfity  of  that  city.  It  is  generally  admitted  that  this  pro- 
du£lion  is  fraught  with  the  genuine  fpirit  of  liberty. 

In  1739  ^^^  tragedy  of  Muftapha  was  produced  at  Drury-Lane 
theatre,  under  the  patronage  of  tlie  Prince  of  Wales  ;  but  our 
author  does  not  appear  to  have  been  fuccefsful  in  his  dramatic 
attempts;  for  this  piece,  though  performed  with  applaufe  dur- 
ing the  run,  was  never  revived.  It  was  dedicated  to  his  Royal 
Pa'^ron.     The  prologue  was  written  by  his  friend  Thomfon, 

in  174c  Mallet  was  employed  to  write  a  life  of  Bacon,  to  be 

prefixed 
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prefix*!  to  a  new  edition  of  the  works  of  that  great  philofopher. 
The  general  opinion  is,  that  it  is  written  with  elegance  and  judg- 
ment, though  theauthor  indicates  more  knowledge  of  hiftory  than 
of  Icience.  Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  that  when  Mallet  at'tci wards  under- 
took the  life  of  Marlborough,  Warburton,  fa  critic  equally  rigid 
with  himtelf]  remarked  "that  he  might  pcrhapstorger  thai  Marl- 
borough was  a  general,  as  he  had  forgot  that  Eacuu  wai  a  phi- 
lofopher.'* 

■~l'he  fame  year,  Mallet^  in  conjunftion  with  Thomfon,  com- 
pofed  the  "  Mafqbe  of  Alfred,"  which  was  performed  in  the 
Prince's  gardens,  at  Chel"den,  in  commemoration  of  the  acccl- 
fica  of  his  royal  grandfather,  George  1.  It  afterwaids  under-  " 
went  an  almoft  total  change,  by  Mallet,  both  in  language  and 
incident,  and  was  brought  on  Lrury-Lane  ftage,  and  perforrtned 
with  very  little  fucccls  5  a  fate,  as  before  obferved,  too  gene- 
rally attendant  on  our  author's  dramatic  prod  unions. 

Here  it  may  not  be  improper  to  introduce  an  anc-cdote  related 
by  Dr.  Johnfon,  as  it  tends  "to  fhew  a  ftraragem  pratlifed  by  our 
author,  which  had  a  moft  powerful  tiinti  on  the  mind  of  the 
renowned  Rofcius  of  the  Engiifh  ftage.  "  Malietj'"  fays  the 
Doftor,  *' in  a  familiar  converfation  with  Garri.k,  difcourfmg 
of  the  diligence  which  he  was  then  exerting  upon  the  life  of 
Marlborough,  let  him  know,  chat,  in  the  feries  of  great  men 
quickly  to  be  'exhibited,  he  ihould  f.riJar.khe  for  the  hero  of  the 
theatre.  Gavrick  profefled  to  wonder  by  what  artifice  he  could 
be  introduced  ;  but  Mallet  let  him  know,  that,  by  a  dexterous 
anticipation,  he  {hou Id  fix  him  in  a  conipicuous  place.  *  Mr. 
Mallet,'  fays  Gajrick,  in  his  gratitude  of  txulrariun,  '  have  you 
left  off  to  write  for  the  ftage  ?'  Mallet  then  courcnid  fliat  he 
had  a  little  drama  in  his  hands  5  Garrick  promifcd  to  a£t  it  5  and 
Alfred  was  produced." 

After  a  confiderable  repofe  from  the  labours  of  the  pen,  our 
author  produced  his  '<  Amyntor  and  Theooora,"  addreiled  to 
the  Earl  of  Chefterfield.  Johnfon  abates  iTiuch  of  his  ufual  af^ 
perity  hi  his  account  of  this  production.  He  calls  it  "  a  long 
ftory  in  blank  verfe,  in  which,"  lie  lays,  "  it  cannot  be  denied 
but  there  is  a  copioufnefs  and  elegance  of  language,  vigour  of 
fentlment,  and  imagery  well  aaapted  to  take  pO'"cirion  of  the 
fancy  5"  but  concludes  with  obferving  that  <'  it  is  blank  ve;  fe.'* 
Mallet  fold  his  poem  to  Vaillant,  an  eminent  bookfeller  of  that 
day,  for  one  hundred  and  twenty  pounds. 

In  1745  his  mafque  of  Britannia  appeared  atDrury-Lane  the- 
atre, and  was  received  with  imiverf  d  applaufe.  The  prolo^'ue, 
a  very  whimfical ,  chara6>erillic,  and  well  timed  produdlion, 
was  written  by  Mallet  and  Garrick,  in  conjundlion,  and  fpokeii 
with  fuch  infinite  humour  by  the  latter,  |  whofe  comic  as  well 
iS  tragic  abilities  exceeded  all  comprehenfionj  as  kept  the  houfe 

iu 
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in  one  univerfal  roar  j  and  fuch  was  the  avidity  of  the  town  for 
thisfingular  difplay  ot  comic  gcniuS)  that  the  prologue  was  called 
for  many  nights  during  the  feafon,  when  die  maf(jue  itfch"  was 
not  performed. 

In  1759  he  publifhed  a  collection  of  his  works,  in  profe  and 
verf-,  infcribed  to  I^-Td  Manslkld,  in  the  ufuul  ftyle  of  Dedi- 
cations. The  fame  year  he  produced  a  poem  called  "  Tyburn,"" 
a  piece  of  great  ingenuity,  including  a  fuppofed  remonftr?.nce  of 
the  gailoA's  at  Tyburn,  to  that  truly  patriotic  inllitution  *'  the 
Marine  Society,"  on  account  of  the  great  benefits  accruing 
from  it  to  the  nation,  flnce  the  commencement  of  the  French 
war,  and  the  numbers  it  had  prevented  from  falling  viilims  to 
juftics,  at  the  fatal  tree. 

In  1760  appeutd  his  pleafinglittle  ballad  of  Edwinand  Emma, 
the  profirs  of  which,  it  is  faid,  were  intended  to  be  applied  to 
a  charitable  ufe. 

In  1762  he  publirhed  a  fmall  colleftion  of  Poems,  infcribed 
to  the  Duke  Qt  Marlborough,  and  in  the  dedication  intimates  his 
*'  hopes  foop.  to  prefenthis  Grace  with  fometliing  more  folid, 
niore  deferving  his  attention,  in  the  Lire  of  the  tirft  Duke  of 
Marlborough  :"  but  that  hfe  never  appeared. 

In  the  violent  party  difputes  wKich  prevailed  at  the  com- 
mencement of  the  prefent  reign,  he  efpoufed  the  ciufe  of  Lord 
Bute  ;  to  ferve  which,  he  publifhed  his  poem  called  ♦<  Truth 
in  Rhyme,"  and  in  1763  brought  out  his  tragedy  of  Elvira,  but 
it  met  with  very  Lit'le  fuccefs,  being  evidently  defigr.ed  to  fub- 
ferve  the  purpoics  of  the  mioifterial  party,  by  whom  however 
the  author  was  rewarded  with  the-office  of  Keeper  of  the  Book 
of  Entries  for  Ships  in  the  Port  of  London,  which  he  retained  to 
his  death.  Towards  the  clofe  of  life  he  v/eiit  to  France,  whence, 
after  a  fhort  ftav,  friding  his  health  decline,  he  returned  to  En- 
gland, and  died  in  April  1765. 

The  character  of  M  illet,  like  that  of  many  other  men,  may 
be  rcprefented  in  different  lights.  His  predominant  foible  was 
vanity,  to  which  a  degiec  of  pride  is  always  attached  ;  as  an  in- 
ftance  of  which,  we  introduce  an  anecdote  from  Johnfon.  That 
writer  farcaftically  obfeives,  that  our  author  <'  having  cleared 
his  tongue  from  his  native  pronunciation,  fo  as  to  be  no  longer 
diflinguifhed  as  a  Scot,  he  fcemed  inclined  to  difencumbcr 
himfelf  from  alladherences  to  his  original,  and  took  upon  him 
fo  change  his  name  from  Scorch  Malkch  to  Englifh  Mallcty 
without  anv  imaginable  reafon  of  preferencs:  which  the  age  or 
car  can  difcover.  Wiiat  ntlier  proofs  of  dilrefpedl  he  gave  to 
his  native  country,"  faj's  Johnfon,  *'  I  know  not,  but  it  was 
remarked  of  him,  that  he  was  the  only  Scot  whom  Scotchmea 
not  commend." 

Self-conceit  v.Ui  alfo  r.  compo:icnt  oart  cf  the  charafter  of 

Mallet, 
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M.tllet,  if  the  auLhenticity  of  the  following  anecdote  from  John- 
foii  may  be  rdied  on.  <'  About  the  year  1733,  Pope,  whom 
he  vifited  familiarly,  publifhed  his  Efiay  on  Man,  but  concealed 
the  author  ;  and  when  Mallet  entered  one  day,  Pope  afked  him 
llighfly  what  there  was  new  :  Mallet  told  him  the  neweft  piece 
was  lametliing  called  an  f^ffay  on  Man,  which  he  had  infpeftcd 
idly,  and,  feeing  tJie  utter  inability  of  the  author,  who  had  nei- 
ther {kill  in  writing,  nor  knowledge  of  his  fublcdl,  he  toiled  ic 
away.     Pope,  to  punifh  his  felf-conceit,  told  him  the  lecrct.'" 

Mallet  had  fo  confirmed  an  opinion-of  his  own  excellence  in 
what  is  called  the^rf^/j«rV,  that  he  once  quarrelled  with  Jones, 
authorof  the  Earl  of  Effex,  who  was  patronized  by  Lord  Chef-- 
terhcid,  becauie  he  had  the  prefumplion  to  lay  claim  to  the 
pathetic  in  his  tragedy.  The  difputa  between  the  two  bards  rap. 
high,  and  ended  with  Mallet's  turning  the  poor  bricklayer  out. 
of  the  room  where  they  were  fpending  the  evening  together. — 
But  thefe  arc  but  foibles,  and  tend  to  excUe  mirth,  rather  than 
provoke  fpleen  and  ill  humour. 

It  is  remarked,  and  with  great  propriety,  by  a  judicious 
though  candid  critic,  that  Johnfon  has  done  much  injuftice  to 
Mallet  ill  the  following  account  of  his  li^crary  charafter.  "  As 
a  wiiter,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any  high  clafs.  There  is  no 
fp^'cies  of-  ccmpofition  in  which  lie  was  em.inent.  His  dramas 
had  their  day,  uihortday,  and  are  forgotten.  His  blank  verfc 
fcems,  to  my  ear,  the  echoof  Thomfon.  His  life  of  Bacon  i^ 
known  as  it  is  appended  to  Bacon's  volumes,  but  it  is  no  longer 
mentioned.  His  works  are  fuch  as  a  writer,  buftling  in  the 
world,  /hewing  himfelf  in  public,  and  emerging  occafionally 
from  rime  to  time  into  notice,  miglr:  keep  alive  by  his  perlo- 
nal  influence,  but  which,  conveying- little  information,  and 
giving  no  pleafure,  muit  foon  give  way,  as  the  fucceilToa  of 
things  produces  new  topics  of  converfation  and  other  modes  of 
amuiement." 

It  appears,  from  the  remarks  of  this  rigid  critic,  that  he  (lands 
iurtly  charged  wi:h  inconullency,  as  wdl  as  illiberalitv  j  for, 
i'^.  his  comment  on  the  Poem  of  (he  <'  Excurfion,"  he  not  on^y 
admits  that  it  is  not  devoid  Oi'poeticalfpirit,  but  that  many  of  the  ■ 
images  are  ftriking,  and  many  of  the  paragraphs  elegant.  That 
the  reader  may  form  his  own  judgment  of  tlie  poetical  merit  of 
our  author,  we  fhait  cite  fomc  few  pailages  which  it  is  prefumed 
willjuftify  his  claim  to  a  very  refpcdlable  rank  in  the  clafs  01' 
poets. 

In  his  poem  of  the  Excurfion,  he  gives  a  very  pi£lurefqus 
difplay  otthe  tremendous  eftc£l-n  of  an  earthquake. 

The  lab'ring  mount 
Is  torn  vith  ago.iizing  throcs---atonce. 
Forth  froin  its  fide  difparted,  blazing  poJr? 
A  mighty  river,  burning  in  prcjne  waves 
That  elimnier thro'  tlie  night  tii-i-gndtr  plain: 

Dividci 
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Divided  there,  a  Iiundred  torrents  ftream. 
Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  r^il  dreadful  on, 
Befi'^lefs;  villages,  and  -.voods,  and  rock?, 
Fill  flat  before  their  fv^-ecp.     The  region  round, 
\Vherf  myrtle- •^■alk';  and  groves  of  golden  fruit 
Rofe  fair,  where  liarveft  wav'ri  in  all  its  priie, 
And  where  the  vineyard  fpread  her  purple  ftore, 
Ivl;ituring  inrcneclar,  now  defpcile  1 
Of  lieri',  leaf,  fruit,  and  flow'r  from  end  to  end 
Lies  b  jry"d  uncer  fire,  a  glowing  fea  ! 

In  Mallet's  Vcibal  Criticifm  the  poetic  character  of  Shakef- 
peai  and  Horace  are  forcibly  pourtrayed.  The  English  poet  hs 
thus  defcribes. 

Pride  of  hi",  own,  ani  wonder  of  this  age, 
Vho  firft  created  ar,d  yet  rules  tlie  ftage. 
Bold  to  iicfign,  aU-pow'rf\il  ro  expreis, 
Shakeipeare  each  paifion  ar»'w  in  ev'ry  drefs  : 
Great  ui'Ove  rule,  and  imitating  none. 
Rich  without  borrowiii?,  Nafire  was  his  own; 
yet  is  his  lei-.fc  debas'd  by  gr>;f<  ailay. 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  niix'd  with  dirtar.d  clay. 
Kow,  eagle-wing'd,  hi%  he?Vi;-ward  flight  he  takes. 
The  big  ftige  thiinaers,  and  the  foul  aw:.!ces; 
Kow,  low  on  earth  a  kindred  reptile  crrepf. 
Sad  Hajnlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  ficcps. 

Of  the  Roman  bard  he  writes  in  language  no  lefs  defcriptive, 

Horace,  whom  all  the  Grace    taueht  to  pleafe. 
Mix's  mirth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eafe; 
Hisgeiiui  fociil  as  his  jiidi!ment  clear, 
Whca  frolic  prucett,  Or.ilins  when  fev  re; 
Secure  each  ter-rtr  and  each  tafte  to  1  ii. 
His  was  the  curious  happinefs  of  wit : 
Skill'd  in  that  nohleit  fcience  how  to  live, 
•Which  leirning  may  direct,  but  Heav'n  muft  give  ; 
Grave  with  A-Krippa,  with  Mec«nas  gay, 
Among  the  t^ir  but  juft  as  wife  as  they ; 
yirfVin  tht-  fnendfliipof  the  great  enroil'd. 
The  St.  Jonns,  Boyles,  and  Lyttletons,  of  old. 

Mallet's  flight  pieces  in  gc  neral  are  written  witii  eafe  and  plea- 
fantry,and  may  be  read  with  p'.eafurc. — His  ballads  are  excellent, 
particularly  thofe  of  William  and  Margaret,  Edwin  and  Emma, 
and  the  Birks  of  Invermay.  The  former  bears  away  the  palm, 
being  the  moil:  ple.i.fing  of  all  the  author's  poetical  compofitions. 
The  fentimcnt  and  expreOion  are  equally  charming  J  and,  to  be 
convinccdof  the  illiberality  of  Johnfon,  in  faying  that  it  con- 
tiins  nothing  very  ftriking,  it  will  be  lufficient  only  to  read  this 
charming  little  ballad. 

Upon  the  whole,  if  our  author  cannot  be  admitted  ns  a  firft  rate 
poet,  he  was  certainly  an  el\;o:antand  pleafing  writer  ;  and  \t  his 
v.orks  are  perufed  with  candour,  they  will  be  found  entitled  to 
inuch  approbation. 


TO  THE  RiriHT  HON. 

WILLIAM  LORD  MANSFIELD, 

LORD  CHIEF  JUSTICE  OX   ENGLAND. 

January  I,    1759. 

IN  O  man  in  ancient  Rome,  my  Lord,  would  have  been 
iurprifed,  I  believe,  to  iee  a  poet  inicribe  his  works 
either  to  Cicero  or  the  younger  Pliny,  not  to  mention 
any  more  among  her  raoft  celebrated  names.  They 
were  both,  it  is  true,  public  magiftrates  of  the  firil 
diftinSion,  and  had  applied  themielves  feveixdy  to  the 
ftudy  of  the  laws,  in  which  both  eminently  excelled  : 
they  were,  at  the  fame  time,  illuftrio\is  orators,  and 
employed  their  eloquence  in  the  fervice  of  their  clients 
and  their  .ccmntry ;  but  as  they  had  both  embellifhed 
their  :C«ther  talents  by  early  cultivating  the  finer  arts, 
^nd -which  has  fpread,  we  fee,  a  peculiar  light  and  grace 
over  all  their  produ^lions,  no  fpecies  of  polite  literature 
could  be  foreign  to  their  tafte  or  patronage  j  and,  in 
effetSl,  we  find  they  were  the  friends  and  protectors  of 
the  beft  poets  their  relpeclive  ages  produced. 

It  is  from  a  parity  of  chai-a6ler,  my  Lord,  and  v/hich 
will  occur  obvioufly  to  every  eye,  that  I  am  induced  to 
place  your  name  at  the  head  of  this  Colle61:ion,  fuch  as 
it  is,  of  the  different  things  I  have  written. 

Nee  Ph.Tbo  jr^tior  ulla 
Quam  fibi  qui  Vari  pr^Kripnt  pagina  nomen. 

And  were  I  as  lure,  my  Lord,  that  it  is  defer^'ing  of 
your  regard,  as  I  am  that  thefe  verfes  were  not  applied 
with  more  propriety  at  firft  than  they  "are  now,  the  pub- 
lic would  univerfally  juftify  my  ambition  in  prelenting 
it  to  you :  but  of  that  the  public  only  muft  and  will 
B  judge. 


a  DEDICATION  TO  LORD  MANSFIELD, 

judge,  In  the  laft  appeal.  There  is  but  one  thing  to 
belpeak  their  favour  and  your  friendftiip,  that  I  dare  be 
pofitive  in,  without  which  you  are  the  laft  perlbn  in 
Britain  to  whom  I  fhouldhave  thought  of  addrefTing  itj 
and  this  any  man  may  affirm  of  himfeif  without  vanity, 
becaule  it  is  equally  inevery  man's  power  :— Of  all  that 
I  have  written  on  anyoccafion,  there  is  not  a  line  which 
I  am  afraid  to  ovvTI,  either  as  an  honeft  man,  a  good 
fubje6l,  or  a  true  lover  of  my  country. 

I  have  thus,  my  Lord,  dedicated  fome  few  moments, 
tlie  fii*ft  day  of  this  new  year,  to  lend  you,  according 
to  good  old  cuftom,  a  prefent  j  an  humble  one  I  con- 
fcfs  it  is,  and  that  can  have  little  other  value  but  what 
arifes  from  the  diipofition  of  the  fender.  On  that  ac- 
count, perhaps,  it  may  not  be  altogether  unacceptable; 
for  it  is  indeed  an  offering  rather  of  the  heart  than  the 
head  j  an  efrufion  of  thofe  fentunents  which  great  me- 
rit, employed  in  the  beft  purpofes,  naturally  creates. 

May  you  enjoy,  my  Lord,  through  the  whole  courfe 
of  this  and  many  more  years,  that  found  health  of  mind 
and  body  which  your  important  labours  for  the  public 
lb  much  want,  and  fo  juftly  merit ;  and  may  you  loon 
have  the  fatisfa6lion  to  fee,  what  I  know  you  fo  ar- 
dently wifh,  this  deftruclive  war,  however  neceffary  on 
our  part,  concluded  by  a  fafe  and  lafting  peace.  Then, 
and  not  till  then,  all  the  noble  arts,  no  lels  uieful  than 
cniamental  to  human  life,  and  that  ftow  languifh,  may 
again  flourifh  under  the  eye  and  encouragement  of  thofe 
few  who  think  and  feel,  as  you  do,  for  the  advantage 
and  honour  of  Great  Britain. 

I  am,  with  the  fmcereft  attachment. 
My  Lord, 
Your  moft  faithful  humble  fervant. 


TO  THE 

DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH*. 

Y  OUR  Grace  has  given  leave  that  thefe  few  poems 
fhould  appear  in  the  world  under  the  patronage  of  your 
name  5  but  this  leave  would  have  been  refufed,  I  know, 
had  you  expefted  to  find  your  own  praifes,  however 
juft,  in  any  part  of  the  prefent  addrefs .  I  do  not  fay  it, 
my  Lord,  in  the  ftyle  of  compliment :  genuine  modeily, 
the  companion  and  the  grace  of  true  merit,  may  be  furely 
diftinguiflied  from  the  aife6latIon  of  it  j  as  furely  as  the 
native  glowing  of  a  fine  complexion  from  that  artificial 
colouring  which  is  ufed,  in  vain,  to  fupply  what  Nature 
had  denied,  or  has  relumed. 

Yet  pemiit  me  juft  to  hint,  my  Lord,  while  I  reftrain 
my  pen  from  all  enlargement,  that  if  the  faireft  public 
character  muft  be  railed  upon  private  virtue,  as  furely 
it  muft,  your  Grace  has  already  laid  the  lecureft  founda- 
tion of  the  former  in  the  latter  :  the  eyes  of  mankind 
are  therefore  turned  upon  you,  and  from  what  you  are 
known  to  have  done  in  one  way,  they  reafonably  look 
for  whatever  can  be  expefted  from  a  great  and  good  man 
in  the  other. 

The  Author  of  thefe  lighter  amufements  hopes  foon 
to  preient  your  Grace  with  fomething  more  folid,  more 
delei^ving  your  attention  in  the  life  of  the  firft  Duke  of 
Marlboroughf . 

You  will  then  fee  that  fuperlor  talents  for  war  have 
been,  though  they  rarely  are,  accompanied  with  equal 
abilities  for  negotiation,  and  that  the  lame  extenfive  ca- 

«  This  dedication  was  prefixed  by  the  Author  to  a  fmall  collsftion  of  his 
poems  publifhed  in  1762. 
t  A  work,  which  has  not  yet  appeared. 

B  2  paclty 
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pacity  which  could  guide  all  the  tumultuous  fcents  of 
the  camp,  knew  how  to  dire«5l,  with  equal  fkill,  the 
cal'.uer  but  more  perplexing  operations  of  the  cabinet. 

In  the  m.-an  while,  that  you  may  live  to  adorn  the 
celebrated  and  diflicult  title  you  wear;  that  you  may 
be,  like  hini,  the  defender  of  your  country  in  days  of 
public  danger  ;  and  in  times  of  peace,  what  is  perhaps 
Id's  frequently  found,  the  friend  and  patron  of  thole 
ufeful  and  ornamental  arts  by  which  human  natxue  is 
txaked,  and  human  foe iety  rendered  more  happy  ;  this, 
my  Lord,  is  relpe6lfully  the  wifh  of. 
Your  Grace's 

Moll  obedient  humble  fcrvant. 


MISCELLANIES. 

OF   VERBAL    CRITICISM. 

TO    MR.    rOPE. 

5lDi)ertifcmciit 

To  thefirji  and  fecortd  editions. 

As  the  defign  of  the  following  Poem  is  to  riUy  the  abufe  of  Verbal  Criti- 
cifm,  the  Author  could  not,  without  manifeft  partiality,  overlook  the  Edi- 
tor of  Milton,  and  the  Reftorer  of  Shakefpeare.  With  r-f-.rd  to  the  latter* 
he  has  read  over  the  m'lny  and  ample  fpecimens  with  which  that  Scholiaft 
has  already  obliged  the  public,  and  of  thele,  and  thefe  only,  he  pretends  to 
give  his  opinion.  But  whatever  he  may  think  of  the  critic,  not  bearing  the 
leaft  ill-will  to  the  man,  he  deferred  printing  thefe  verfes,  though  written 
feveral  months  ago,  till  he  heard  that  the  fubfcription  for  a  new  edition  of 
Shakefpeare  was  clofed. 

He  begs  leave  to  add  likewife,  that  this  Poem  was  undertaken  and  written 
entirely  without  the  knowledge  of  the  gentleman  to  whom  it  is  addreifed. 
Only  as  it  is  a  public  teftimony  of  his  inviolable  efteem  for  Mr.  Pope,  on 
that  account,  particularly,  he  wiflies  it  may  not  be  judged  to  incrtafe  the 
number  of  mean  performances  with  which  the  Town  is  almoft  daily  peitered-* 

AMONG  the  numerous  fools,  by  fate  derign''d 
Oft'  to  diftiub,  and  oft'  divert,  mankind. 
The  Reading  Coxcomb  is  of  fpecial  note, 
By  iTile  a  poet,  and  a  judge  by  rote  j 
Grave  fon  of  idle  Induftry  and  Pride,  r 

Whom  learning  but  perverts,  and  books  mifguide^ 

O  fam'd  forjudging  as  for  writing  well. 
That  rareft  I'cience,  where  lb  few  excel  I 
Whole  life,  ieverely  Icann'd,  tranicends  thy  lays. 
For  wit  fupreme  is  but  thy  lecond  praile  :  lo 

'Tis  thine,  O  Pope  !  who  chule  the  better  part. 
To  tell  how  falfe,  how  vain,  the  Scholiaft' s  art. 
Which  nor  to  tafte  nor  genius  has  pretence. 
And  if  'tis  learning,  is  not  common  fenfe. 

In  error  obftinate,  in  wrangling  loud,  15 

For  trifles  eager,  pofitive,  and  proud  ; 
Deep  in  the  darknefs  of  dull  authors  bred, 
With  all  their  refule  lumber'd  in  his  head. 
What  ev'iy  dunce  from  ev'iy  dunghill  drew 
Of  literary  offals,  old  or  new,  20 

Forth  fteps  at  laft  the  lelf-applaudlng  wight, 
Of  points  and  lettef-s,  chaff  and  ftraws,  to  write  ; 
Sagely  refolv'd  to  /well  each  bulky  piece 
With  venerable  toys  from  Rome  and  Greece  5 
Hov/  oft',  in  H^c'imer,  Paris  curl'd  his  hair  j  2  c 

It  Ariftotle'*  cap  were  yound  cr  fquare  j 
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If  in  the  cave  where  Dido  fiill  was  Iped 
To  Tyre  fhe  turned  her  heels,  to  Troy  her  head. 

Such  the  choice  anecdotes,  profound  and  vain, 
That  ftore  a  Bentley's  and  a  Biirman's  brain  :  30 

Hence  Pla'-o  quoted,  or  the  Stagyrite, 
To  prove  tb.at  flanie  alcends,  and  Ihow  is  white  j 
Hence  much  hard  ftudy  without  lenfe  or  breeding, 
And  all  the  grave  impertinence  of  reading. 
If  Shakefpeare  fays  the  noon-day  lim  is  bright,  3  5 

His  Scholiall  wiil  remark  it  then  was  light ; 
I'urn  Caxton,  Win  kin,  eace  old  Goth  and  Hun, 
To  re6t:Ify  the  reading  of  a  pun. 
Thus  nicely  trifling,  accurately  dull, 
How  one  may  toll,  and  toil — to  be  a  fool !  4.0 

But  is  there  then  no  honour  due  to  age  ? 
No  reverence  to  great  Sliakefpeare's  noble  page  ? 
And  he  who  half  a  life  has  read  him  o'er, 
His  mangled  points  and  commas  to  reftore. 
Meets  he  fuch  flight  regard  in  namelefs  lays,  45 

Whom  Bufo  treats,  and  Lady  Woodbe  pays  ? 

Pride  of  his  own,  and  wonder  of  this  age. 
Who  firft  created  and  yet  rules  the  fliage, 
Jiold  todefign,  all-pow'rful  to  expreis, 
Shakefpeare  each  paflion  drew  in  ev'iy  drefs  :  50 

Great  above  loiie,  and  imitating  none. 
Rich  without  boiTowing,  Nature  was  his  own  j 
Yet  is  his  lenfe  debas'd  by  grofs  allay. 
As  gold  in  mines  lies  mix'd  with  dirt  and  clay. 
Now,  eagle-wing'd,  his  heav'n-ward  flight  he  takes,  55 
The  big  ftage  thunders,  and  the  foul  awakes  j 
Now,  low  on  eartli,  a  kindred  reptile  creeps. 
Sad  Hamlet  quibbles,  and  the  hearer  fleeps. 

Such  was  the  poet ;  next  the  Scholiall  view  ; 
Faint  tho'  the  colouring,  yet  the  features  true.  60 

Condemned  to  dig  and  dung  a  barren  foil. 
Where  hardly  tares  will  grow  with  care  and  toll. 
He  with  low  indufliry  goes  gleaning  on 
From  good,  from  bad,  from  mean,  neglefling  none  j 
His  brother  book-worm,  fo,  in  flielf  or  flail,  6  5 

Will  feed  alike  on  Woorfl:on  and  on  Paul. 
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By  living  clients  hopeleis  now  of  bread, 

He  pettyfogs  a  icrap  from  authors  dead  : 

See  him  on  Shakeipeare  pore,  intent  to  fteal 

Poor  farce,  by  fragmepts,  for  a  third-day  meal.  70 

Such  that  grave  bird  in  northern  feas  is  found 

Whofe  name  a  Dutclmian  only  knows  to  ibund. 

Where'er  the  king  of  liih  moves  on  before, 

Th.is  humble  friend  attends  from  fhore  to  fhore  : 

With  eye  Hill  earned,  and  with  bill  inclined,  75 

He  picks  up  what  his  patron  drops  behind, 

V/ith  thole  choice  cates  his  palate  to  regale, 

And  is  the  careful  Tibbald  of  a  whale.* 

BlefsVl  Genius  I  who  bellows  his  toil  and  pains 
On  each  dull  paflageeach  dull  book  contains  5  80 

The  toil  more  grateful  as  the  talk  more  low  : 
So  carrion  is  the  quarry  of  a  crow. 
Where  his  fam\i  authors  page  is  flat  and  poor. 
There  moft  exacl  the  reading  to  rellore  j 
By  dint  of  plodding  and  by  iweat  of  face  85 

A  bull  tp  change,  a  blunder  to  i-eplace  j 
Whatever  is  refuie  critically  gleaning, 
And  mending  nonlenle  into  doubtful  meaning. 
For  this  dread  Dennis  (and  who  can  forbear. 
Dunce  or  not  dunce,  relating  it,  to  Itare  ?f )  90 

His  head  tho'  jealous,  and  his  years  fourlcore, 
Ev'n  Dennis  prailes,  who  ne'er  prais'd  before  !  4 
For  this  the  Scholiaif  claims  his  fliare  of  fame, 
And,  n"!odelf,  prints  his  own  with  Shakeipeare' s  name  : 
Howjultly,  Pope  !   in  this  fliort  llory  view,  95 

Which  may  be  dull,  and  therefore  lliould  be  true. 

A  Prelate,  fam'd  for  clearing  each  dark  text, 
Whole  lenle  with  found  and  triith  with  rhet'ric  mixt. 
Once,  as  his  moving  theme  to  rapture  warm'd, 
Inlpir'd  himlelf,  his  happy  hearers  charmM.  100 

•»  This  remarkable  bird  is  called  the  Ktrundt-Jager.  Kerc  you  fee  how- 
he  purctiafes  his  food  ;  and  the  f?,me  author,  from  whom  this  account  is 
taken,  tells  us  farther  how  he  corr.es  by  his  drink.  "  You  may  fee  hjm," 
adds  the  Dutchman,  "•  fiecjuently  purfuing  a  fort  of  feainew,  called  Kulge- 
Gehef,  wiiom  he  torments  incelfantly  to  make  him  void  an  excrement, 
which,  being  li(]uid,  fcrves  him,  I  imagine,  for  drink."  See  yi  CJle^iui  (f 
y-.yases  t:  the  Ncrth.  " 
+  Quis  talia  fando 

M)  rmidonum,  Dolopiim/c,  Sff.  lirg. 

X  See  the  Dedication  ofhis  Remarks  on  the  Diinciad  to  Mr.  Lewis  Theobald. 
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The  feimon  o'ei-,  the  crowd  remained  behind, 
And  freely  man  or  woman  I'poke  their  mind  : 
All  laid  they  lik'd  the  le6lure  from  their  foul, 
And  each,  remembering  ibmething,  prais'd  the  whole. 
At  laft  an  honefl  iexton  join'd  the  throng,  105 

(For  as  the  theme  was  large  their  talk  was  long) 
**  Neighbours,''  he  cry'd,  "  my  confcience  bids  me  tell, 
"  Tlio'  it  was  the  Doctor  preached — I  toU'd  the  bell." 

In  this  the  critic's  folly  raoft  is  fhown  : 
Is  there  a  genius  all  unlike  his  own,  1 1  o 

Wi*;h  learning  elegant,  witli  wit  well-bred, 
And,  as  in  books,  in  men  and  manners  read  ? 
Himfelf,  with  poring  ei-udition  blind, 
Unknowing,  as  unknown,  of  human-kind, 
That  writer  he  feletJls,  with  awkward  aim,  115 

His  lenfe  at  once  to  mimic  and  to  maim. 
So  Florio  is  a  fop  with  half  a  nolii ; 
So  fat  Weft-  Indian  planters  dreis  as  beaux  ; 
Thus  gay  Petronius  was  a  Dutchman's  choice, 
And  Horace,  ftrange  to  fay  !  tun'd  Bentley's  voice.   i2« 

Horace,  whom  all  the  Graces  taught  to  pljafe, 
Mix'd  muth  with  morals,  eloquence  with  eafe  j 
His  genius  focial  as  his  judgment  clear, 
When  frolic  prudent,  liniling  when  fevere  j 
Secure  each  temper  and  each  taile  to  hit,  125 

His  v/as  the  curious  happinefs  ot  wit : 
Skiird  in  that  nobleft  Icience  how  to  live, 
Which  learning  may  direct,  but  Heav'n  muft  give  j 
Grave  with  y\grippa,  with  Mec:£nas  gay  j 
Among  the  fair  but  juft  as  wil<;  as  they  j  1 30 

Firft  in  the  friendfliijis  of  tlie  great  em-oll'd. 
The  St.  Johns,  Boylcs,  and  Lyttletons,  of  old. 

While  Bentley,  long  to  wrangling  Ichools  confiu'd, 
And  but  by  books  acquainted  with  mankind, 
Dares  in  the  fulnels  of  the  pedant's  pride  135 

Rhyme,  tho'  no  genius  ;  tho'  no  judge,  decide  j 
Yet  he,  prime  pattern  of  the  captious  ait, 
Out-tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  toT^s  his  part  ; 
Holds  high  the  I'courge  o'er  each  fam'd  auth'jr's  head,    • 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead  :  140 
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To  MlltCfn  lending  lenie,  to  Horace  wit. 
He  makes  them  write  what  never  poet  writ  j 
The  Roman  Mule  arraigns  his  mangling  pen, 
And  Paradile  by  liim  is  loft  agen"* . 
Siichwas  his  doom  imposed  by  Heav'n's  decree,       145 
With  ears,  that  hear  net,  eyes  that  fhali  not  iee. 
The  low  to  iweli,  to  level  the  lublime, 
To  blail  all  beauty,  and  beprofe  all  rhyme. 
Great  eldeil-born  of  Dulnels  !  blind  and  bold, 
Tyrant !  more  cruel  than  Procruftes  old,  1 50 

Who  to  his  iron-bed  by  torture  fits 
Their  nobler  part,  the  ibuls  of  fufF'ring  wits. 

Such  is  the  man  who  heaps  his  head  with  bays. 
And  calls  on  human-kind  to  ibund  his  praife 
For  points  tranlplac'd  with  curious  want  oi:  ikill,     155 
For  ilatten'd  founds,  and  lenie  amended  ill. 
So  wife  Caligula,  in  days  of  yore, 
His  helmet  fill'd  with  pebbles  on  the  fliore, 
Swore  he  had  rifled  Ocean's  richeft  Ipolls 
And  claimx^d  atrophy  for  his  martial  toils.  160 

Yet  be  his  merits  with  his  faults  confeil  j 
Fair-dealing,  as  the  plaineft,  is  the  beft. 
Long  lay  the  critic's  work  with  trifles  llor'd, 
Admir'd  in  Latin,  but  in  Greek  adcr'd. 
Men  lb  wtll  read,  who  confidently  wrote,  165 

Their  readers  could  have  Iworn  were  men  of  note. 
To  pais  upon  the  crowd  for  great  or  rare. 
Aim  not  to  make  them  knowing,  make  them  fcare. 
For  thefe  blind  votaries  good  Bentley  grievM, 
Writ  Eaglilh  notes-— and  mankind  undeceived  ;       1 70 
In  fuch  clear  light  the  ferious  folly  pbic'd, 
Ev'n  thou,  Browne  Willis  !  thou  m.ay'll  lee  the  jefl. 

But  what  can  cure  cur  vanity  of  mind. 
Deaf  to  reproof,  and  to  difcovr'y  blind  ? 

•  This  fagaeious  Sc^ioliaft  is  pleafed  to  create  an  imaginary  e:!it''r  of 
Milton,  -vho,  he  fays,  by  his  lluniers.  interpolations,  an-l  vile  alteratioJis, 
Tort  Paradife  a  fecond  time.  T^iis  is  a  poi>'jlatum  which  furely  no:i'!  othis 
readers  can  have  the  heart  to  deny  hiir,  hecaufe  other' ife  he  ■would  have 
w.ntsJ  a  fair  opportunity  of  culiin^  Miltcn  himfelf,  in  the  pcrfon  of  this 
phantom,  fool,  ignorr.nt,  irfi't,  .in.]  ti'C  like  critical  appeiUtion--,  \>-li!Cti 
he  plentifiiliy  befto'i's  n ",  hill).  But  thoui;h  he  had  \.o  tnte  ih  pcetr;. ,!!« 
TTir:  otherwife  a  man  of  very  comlotrabl:  r.bilities,  aiici  of  srcut  cruuiLun. 
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Let  Crooke  a  brother- I'choliaft  Shakelpeare  call,        175 
Tibbald  to  Hefiod- Crooke  returns  the  ball. 
So  runs  the  circle  ftill :  in  this  we  lee 
The  lackies  of  the  great  and  learnM  agi'ee. 
If  Britain's  nobles  mix  in  high  debate, 
Whence  Europe,  in  iufpenie,  attends  her  fate,  180 

In  mimic  feflion  their  grave  footmen  meet. 
Reduce  an  amny,  or  equip  a  fleet, 
And,  rivalling  the  critic's  lofty  ilyle. 
Mere  Tom  and  Dick  are  Stanhope  and  Argyle. 

Yet  thole  whom  pride  and  dulnefs  join  to  blind, 
To  naiTOw  cares  in  narrow  fpace  confined,  i36 

Tho'  with  big  titles  each  his  fellow  greets. 
Are  but  to  wits  as  Icavengers  to  ftreets  : 
The  humble  blackguards  of  a  Pope  or  Gay, 
To  brufn  off  dull,  and  wipe  their  Ipots  away.  190 

Or,  if  not  trivial,  hannful  is  their  art  j 
Fume  to  the  head,  or  poifon  to  the  heart. 
Where  ancient  authors  hint  at  things  obicene, 
The  Scholiail  fpeaks  out  broadly  what  they  mean. 
Diiclofmg  each  dark  vice,  well  loft  to  fame,  195 

And  adding  fuel  to  redundant  flame, 
Kf ,  fober  pimp  to  Lechery,  explains 
What  Caprae^s  illeor  V*'s  alcove  contains  j 
Why  Paulus,  for  his  Ibrdid  temper  known, 
"Was  lavifli  to  his  father's  wife  alone  ;  200 

Why  thole  fond  female  vihts  duly  paid 
To  tuneful  Incuba,  and  what  her  trade  } 
How  modem  love  has  made  lb  many  martyrs, 
And  which  keeps  oft'nll:,  Lady  C*  or  Chartres. 

But  who  their  various  lollies  can  explain  ?  203 

The  tale  is  infinite,  the  tafi:  were  vain. 
'Twere  to  read  new-year  odes  in  iearch  of  thought, 
To  limi  the  libels  Pryn  or  Withei's  wrote  j 
To  guefs,  ere  one  epiftle  faw  the  light, 
Kov/  many  dunces  met  and  clubbd  their  mite  ;         210 
To  vouch  for  tmth  what  Welfted  prints  of  Pope, 
Or  froni  the  brother  boobies  Ileal  a  trope. 

■♦  See  a  poem  published  fomc  tin.e  ago  under  that  title,  faid  to  b-  the 
frociuiUon  of  feveral  in'^eujous  and  prolific  heaos,  one  contnburiiig  t  fii.i;?, 
another  .a  charafter,  and  a  certain  gentleman  f.ur  flircwJ  lines  wiioUy  ;...:.' 
•MP  of  afterilks. 
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That  be  tlie  part  of  perfevering  Wafle*, 

With  pen  of"  lead  j  or,  Amal  !  thine  of  brafs  j 

A  text  for  Henley,  or  a  glofo  for  Heame,  2 1 5 

Who  loves  to  teach  what  no  man  cares  to  learn. 

How  little  knowledge  reaps  from  toils  like  thefe  ! 
Too  doubtful  to  direft,  too  poor  to  pleaie. 
Yet,  Critics  !  would  your  tribe  delerve  a  name, 
And  fairly  ufeful,  riie  to  honeft  fame,  220 

Firft  from  the  head  a  load  of  lumber  move, 
And  from  the  volume  all  youriclves  approve  : 
For  patched  and  pilfer'd  fragments  give  us  lenfe. 
Or  leaming  clear  from  learn'd  impertinence. 
Where  moral  meaning  or  where  tafte  prefides,  225 

And  wit  enlivens  but  what  realbn  guides  ^ 
Great  without  fwelling,  without  meannels  plain. 
Serious,  not  filly  ;  fportive,  but  not  vain  j 
On  trifles  flight,  on  things  of  ufe  profound. 
In  quoting  ibber,  and  in  judging  found.  230 

CUPID  AND  HYMEN: 

OR, 

THE  WEDDING-DAY. 

THE  rlfing  morn,  ferenely  ftill. 
Had  brightening  fpread  o'er  vale  and  hill. 
Not  thofe  loofe  beams  that  wanton  play 
To  light  the  mirth  of  giddy  May, 
Nor  fuch  red  heats  as  burn  the  plain  5 

In  ardent  Summer's  fev'rifh  reign  j 
But  rays  all  equal,  loft,  and  fober, 
To  luit  the  fecond  of  OiSlober, 
To  fuit  the  pair  whofe  Wedding-day 
This  iun  now  gilds  with  annual  ray.  1  o 

Juft  then  where  our  good-natur'd  Thames  Is 
Some  four  fliort  miles  above  St.  James's, 
And  deigns  with  filver-ftreaming  wave 
Th'  abodes  of  earth-born  Pride  to  lave, 
Aloft  in  air  two  gods  were  ibaring,  15 

While  Putney  cits  beneath  lay  Ihoring, 

»-  See  the  Preface  to  his  edition  of  Salluft  ;  and  read,  if  you  are  able,  the 
Scholia  of  fixteen  annotators  by  him  coUefted,  befides  his  own. 


rz  CUPID   AND    HY.MEK. 

FlungM  deep  in  dreams  gf  ten  per  cent. 
On  liams  to  their  dear  country  lent  j 
Two  gods  of  no  inferior  fame, 
Whom  ancient  wits  with  reverence  name,  i-o 

Tho'  wiier  moderns  much  difparage 

I  mean  the  gods  of  Love  and  Marriage. 

But  Cupid  firft,  his  wit  to  fliow^ 
Affuming  a  mere  modern  beau. 

Whole  utmoii  aim  is  idle  mirth,  £5 

LookM — Julias  coxcombs  lock  on  earth, 
Then  rals'd  his  chin,  then  cockM  his  hat. 
To  grace  this  common -place  chit-chat. 

'*  Kowl   on  the  wing  by  break  of  dawn, 
*'  Dear  brother  r' — there  he  forc'd  a  yawn—  30 

*'  To  tell  men,  fiink  in  fleep  profound, 
*'  They  muft  ere  night  be  gagg'd  and  bound] 
*'  Who  having  once  put  on  thy  chain, 
*'  'Tis  odds  may  ne'er  deep  found  again. 
**  So  fay  the  wits ;  but  wifer  folks  35 

*'  Still  marry,  and  contemn  their  jokes  : 
*'  They  know  each  better  blils  is  thine,      ■ 
"  Pure  neitar,  genuine  from  the  vine ! 
"  And  Love's  own  hand  that  neftar  pours, 
"  Which  never  fails  nor  ever  fours !  4« 

**  Well,  be  it  fo:  yet  there  are  fools 
''  Who  dare  demtir  to  fonnal  rules ; 
*'  Who  laugh  profanely  at  their  betters, 
**  And  find  no  freedom  placed  in  fetters  j 
*'  But,  well  or  ill,  jog  on  thro""  life  ^5 

*''  Without  that  fov' reign  blifsawlfe. 
**  Leave  thefe  at  leafc,  thefe  fad  dogs,  free 
*'  To  ftroU  with  Bacchus  andwithme, 
•'  And  fup  in  Middlelex  or  Surrey 
*'  On  coarie  cold  beef  and  Fanny  Murray.""  50 

Thus  Cupid — and  with  fuch  a  leer. 
You  would  have  fworn't  wasLigonier  j 
While  H^mien  foberly  reply 'd. 
Yet  with  an  airof  conlcious  pride  j 

*'  Jull  come  from  yonder  wretched  fcene,  55 

*'  Where  all  1%  venal,  falfe,  andraean. 
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**  (Looking  on  London  as  he  Ipoke) 

"  I  marvel  not  at  thy  dull  joke  j 

*'  Nor  in  luch  cant  to  hear  thee  vapour, 

**  Thy  quiver  lin'd  with  South-lea  paper,  60 

"  Thine  arrows  feathered  at  the  tail 

**  With  India  bonds  for  hearts  on  i'ale  j 

**  Their  other  ends  too,  as  is  meet, 

"  Tipp'd  with  gold  points  from  Lombard-ftreet : 

"  But  couldft  thou  for  amoment  quit  6  5 

*'  Thefe  airs  of  fashionable  wit, 

*'  And  reaflume  thy  nobler  name — 

*'  Look  that  way,  where  I  turn  my  flame — "" 

He  laid,  and  held  his  torch  inclined, 
Which,  pointed  fo,  ftill  brighter  fhin'd —  70 

*<  Behold  yon'  couple,  ann  in  ann, 
"  Whom  I,  eight  years,  have  known  to  charm, 
*'  And  while  they  wear  my  willing  chains, 
"  A  god  dares  fwear  that  neither  feigns. 
"  This  morn,  that  boimd  their  mutual  vow,  75 

*'  That  blefs\l  them  firif,  and  bleffes  now, 
"  They  grateful  hail  5  and  from  the  foul 
**  Wifh  thoulands  o'er  both  heads  may  roll, 
**  Till  from  life's  banquet  either  gueft 
.**  Embracing,  may  retire  to  rell.  80 

*'  Come  then,  all  raill'ry  laid  aiide, 
*'  Let  this  their  day  ferenely  glide  j 
**  With  mine  thy  lerious  aim  unite, 
«*  And  both  fome  proper  guefts  invite, 
"  That  not  one  minute's  running  fand  85 

*<  May  find  their  pleafures  at  a  ftand." 

At  this  fevere  and  fad  rebuke. 
Enough  to  make  a  coxcomb  puke. 
Poor  Cupid,  blufhing,  ihrugg'd  and  winc'd, 
Not  yet  conienting,  tlio'  convinc'd ;  9® 

For  'tis  your  witling's  greateft  terror, 
Ev'n  when  he  fees,  to  own  his  error  j 
Yet  with  a  look  of  arch  grimace 
He  took  his  penitential  face ; 

Said  "  'Twas  perhaps  the  furer  play  $5 

*'  To  give  vour  grave  good  fouls  their  v/ay  j 
C3 
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*'  That  as  tme  humour  was  grown  Icarce, 

*'  He  chofe  to  fee  a  fober  farce ; 

*'  For  of  all  cattle  and  all  fowl 

*'  Your  folemn-looking  afs  and  owl  lOO 

"  Rais'd  much  more  mirth,  he  durft  aver  it, 

"  Than  thofe  jack-puddings  pug  and  parrot."" 

He  faid,  and  eaftward  fpread  his  wing, 
From  London  fome  few  friends  to  bring. 
His  brother  too,  with  fober  cheer,  105 

For  the  fame  end  did  weftward  fteer; 
But  firft  a  penfive  love  forlorn. 
Who  three  long  weeping  vears  has  borne 
His  torch  reversed,  and  all  around, 
Where  once  it  flam'd,  with  cyprefs  bound,  1  lo 

Sent  oft  to  call  a  neighboring  friend. 
On  whom  the  mournful  train  attend ; 
And  bid  him,  this  one  day,  at  leart. 
For  fuel)  a  pair,  at  luch  a  feaft. 

Strip  off  the  fable  veil,  and  wear  ^  115 

His  once-gay  look  and  happier  air. 

But  Hymen,  fpceding  fonvard  ftill, 
Obfer/'d  a  man  on  Richmond-hilf*, 
^Vho  now  firft  tries  a  country-  life. 
Perhaps  to  fit  him  for  a  wife :  1 2 » 

But  tho'  not  much  on  this  he  reckon''d. 
The  pafling  god  look'd  in  and  beckon'd  j 
He  knows  him  rich  in  Ibcial  merit, 
With  independent  tafte  and  fpirit, 
Tho'  he  will  laugh  with  nien  of  whim,  isj 

For  fear  fuch  men  fliould  laugh  at  him. 

But,  lo !  already  on  his  way. 
In  due  obfervance  of  the  day, 
A  friend  and  fav'rite  of  the  Nine, 
Who  can,  but  feiJom  cares  to  (hine,  i3» 

And  one  fole  virtue  would  an-ive  at— 
To  keep  his  many  virtues  private  j 
Who  tends,  well  pleasM,  yet  as  by  ftealth. 
His  lov'd  compariions,  Eafe  and  Health  5 

♦  A.  Miichei:,  Efj.  miaiaer  at  the  court  of  Pruifia. 
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Or  in  his  garden,  barring  out  1 3  S 

The  noiie  of  cv'ry  neighboring  rout, 
At  penfive  hour  of  eve  and  prime 
Maries  how  the  various  hand  of  Time 
Now  feeds  and  rears,  now  ftai-ves  and  {laughters, 
His  vegetable  fons  and  daughters.  140 

While  thele  are  on  their  way,  behold! 
Dan  Cupid,  from  his  London-fold 
Firft  feeks  and  fends  his  new  Lord  Warden* 
Of  all  the  nymphs  in  Covent-Garden  j 
Brave  as  the  fword  he  wears  in  fight,  -  145 

Sincere,  and  briefly  in  the  right, 
Whom  never  minifter  or  king 
Saw  m.eanly  cringing  in  their  ring. 

A  fecond  fee!  of fpecialnote. 
Plump  Comus  f  in  a  cornel's  coat,  150 

Whom  we  this  day  exptft  from  tar, 
A  jolly  firft-rate  man  of  war, 
On  whom  we  boldly  dare  repofe, 
To  meet  our  friends  or  meet  our  foes. 

Or  comes  a  brother  in  his  ftead  ?  155 

Strong-body'd  too,  and  ftrong  of  head  j. 
Who,  in  whatever  path  he  goes. 
Still  looks  right  on  before  his  nofe, 
And  holds  it  little  ieis  than  trealbn 
To  baulk  his  ftomachor  his  reafon:  160 

True  to  his  niiftrefs  and  his  meat, 
He  eats  to  love,  and  loves  to  eat. 

Laft  comes  a  virgin — pray  admire  her! 
Cupid  himfelf attends  tofquire  her: 
A  welcome  gueft  I  we  much  had  mifs'd  her,  165 

-For'tis  our  Kitty  or  her  filler. 
But,  Cupid,  le>;  no  knave  or  fool 
Snap  up  this  lamb  to  ihear  her  wool ; 

♦  The  lare  General  Skelton.  He  had  juft  then  purchafed  a  houfj  in  Hen- 
netta-ftreet. 

+  The  lite  Colonel  Scott,  who,  though  extremely  corpulent,  was  uncom> 
nionly  .'dive ;  aim  -.Yho,  to  much  flcill,  fpirit,  and  bravery,  as  an  officer, 
jniued  t!ie  greateit  gentleneft  of  manners  as  a  compauicn  ana  friend.  Kc 
died  a  facrifite  to  the  ciibisc,  in  the  lervics  of  the  Kaft-India  Company,  -^t 
Bt-ngal,  in  the  /ear  1715. 
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No  Teagxie  of  that  unblufhing  band 

Juft  landed,  or  about  to  land  j  1 70 

Thieves  from  the  womb,  and  tralnM  at  nurfe 

To  ileal  an  heh-el's  or  a  purle : 

No  fcraping,  laving,  fancy  cit. 

Sworn  foe  of  breeding,  worth,  and  wit  j 

No  half-form'd  infefl  of  a  peer,  175 

With  neither  land  nor  confcience  clear ; 

Who,  if  he  can, 'tis  all  he  can  do, 

Juft  fpell  the  motto  on  his  landau : 

From  all,  from  each  of  thefe,  defend  her, 

But  thou  and  H\-men  both  befriend  her  iSo 

With  truth,  tafte,  honour,  in  a  mate, 

And  much  good  lenfe,  and  fome  eftate. 

But  now,  fuppofe  th'  affembly  met. 
And  round  the  table  cordial  fet. 

While  in  fair  order,  to  their  wifh,  SS5 

Plain  Neatnefs  fends  up  ev' r)-  difli. 
And  Pleaiiire  at  the  fideboard  ftands, 
A  ne6lar\l  goblet  in  his  hands. 
To  pour  libations,  in  due  meallire. 
As  Reafbn  wills  when  join'd  with  Plealure —  190 

Let  thefe  white  moments  all  be  gay, 
Without  one  cloud  of  dim  allay; 
In  ev'ry  face  let  joy  be  feen. 
As  Truth  fmcere,  as  Hope  ferene; 
Let  Friendfliip,  Love,  and  Wit,  combine  195 

To  flavour  both  the  meat  and  wine 
With  that  rich  relifh  to  each  fenfe 
Which  they,  and  they  alone,  difpenfe  j 
Let  Mufic,  too,  their  mirth  prolong. 
With  warbled  air  and  feftive  long  j  zOo 

Then  when  at  eve  the  ftar  of  Love 
Glows  with  foft  radiance  from  above. 
And  each  companionable  gueft 
Withdraws  replenilh'd,  not  oppreft, 
,Let  each,  well-pleas'd,  at  parting  lay — 
Mv  life  be  luch  a  Wedding-day  I  ^©f- 
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A    POEM. 

IN  TWO  CANTOS. 

CANTO  I. 
INVOCATION,  addreflfed  to  Fancy.  Subjefl:  propcfed.  A  fhort  excurfivre 
fur/ey  of  the  earth  and  heavens.  The  poem  opens  with  a  defcription  of  the 
face  of  Nature  in  the  different  fcenes  of  morning,  funrife,  noon,  with  3. 
thunder-ftorm,  evening,  night,  and  a  particul-r  night-piece,  with  the  cha- 
racter of  a  friend  deceafed.  With  the  return  of  morning  Fancy  continues 
her  excuriion,  firft  northward— A  view  of  the  Ardic  continent  and  the  de^ 
fertsofTartary.— From  thence  fouthward  :  a  general  profpeft  of  the  globe, 
followed  by  another  of  the  midland  part  of  Europe,  fuppofe  Italy.  A  city 
there  upon  the  point  of  being  fwallowed  up  by  an  earthquake  :  ftgas  thax 
uftieritin:  defcribed  in  its  caufe:  and  effefts  at  length.— Eruption  of  a" 
burning  mountain,  happenins  at  the  fame  time  and  from  the  fame  caufes^ 
Ckewifa  defcrjbed. 

CANTO  II. 
Contains, on  the  Cime  plan,a  furvey  of  the  folarfyftem,  and  of  the  fixed  fiars. 

CANTO  I. 

COMPANION  of  the  Mule,  creative  pow'r. 
Imagination  1  at  whole  great  command 
Arife  unnumberM  Images  of  things, 
Thy  hom-Iy  offspring  j  thou  who  canft  at  will 
People  with  air-born  fliapes  the  filent  wood  5 

And  iblifary  vale,  thy  own  domain, 
Where  Contemplation  haunts ;  oh  !  come,  invoked. 
To  waft  me  on  thy  many-tinftur'd  wing 
O'er  earth's  extended  ipace  ^  and  thence,  on  high, 
Spread  to  lupericr  worlds  thy  bolder  flight,  1© 

Excurfive,  unconfin'd :  hence  from  the  haunts 
Of  vice  and  folly,  vanity  and  man-— 

To  yon'  expanie  of  plains  where  Truth  delights. 
Simple  of  heart,  and  hand  in  hand  with  her 
Where  blamelei's  Virtue  walks.     Now  parting  Spring, 
Parent  of  beauty  and  of  fbng,  has  left  16 

His  mantle,  flow'r-embroider'd  on  the  ground. 
While  Summer  laughing  comes,  and  bids  the  Months 
Crown  his  prime  leaibn  with  their  choiceft  (lores, 
Frefh  roles  op'ning  to  the  folar  ray,  20 

And  fruits  Uow-fwelling  on  the  loaded  bough. 

Here  let  m^  frequent  roam,  preventing  mora, 
Attentive  to  the  cock,  whole  early  throat. 
Heard  from  the  diftant  village  in  the  vale, 

»  This  Poem  is  among  the  Author's  earlieft  performances.  Whether  the 
•writingmay,  infome  degree,  atone  for  the  irregularity  of  the  compoRtionj 
■which  he  corifefffes,  aria  does  not  even  attempt  to  excufe,  is  lubmitted  en.- 
ticely  to  the  candour  of  Uie  reader. 
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Crows  cheerly  out,  far-founding  thro^  the  gloom  :     25 
Night  hears  from  where,  wide-hov'ring  in  raid-fky. 
She  rules  the  lable  hour,  and  calls  her  train 
Of  vifionary  fears,  the  fhrouded  ghoft, 
The  dream  diftrefsful,  and  th'  incumbent  hag. 
That  rile  to  Fancy's  eye  in  hoirid  forms,  30 

While  Reafon  flumb'ring  lies  :  at  once  they  fly. 
As  fhadows  pafs,  nor  is  their  path  beheld. 

And  now,  pale-glimm'ring  on  the  verge  of  heav"'n. 
From  eaft  to  north,  in  doubtful  twilight  feen, 
A  whit'ning  luftre  fhoots  its  tender  beam,  3  5 

While  fhade  and  filence  yet  involve  the  ball : 
Now  facred  Mom,  afcending,  fmiles  ferene 
A  dewy  radiance,  brightening  o'er  the  world : 
Gay  daughter  of  the  Air,  for  ever  young. 
For  ever  pleating,  lo !  fhe  onward  comes,  40 

In  fluid  gold  and  azure  loofe- array 'd, 
Sun-tin6lur'd:  changeful  hues :  at  her  approach, 
The  weftern  gray  of  yonder  breaking  clouds 
Slow-reddens  into  flame ;  the  riflng  mifts, 
From  off  the  mountain's  brov/,  roll  blue  away  45 

In  curling  fpires,  and  open  all  his  woods, 
High  waving  in  the  Iky;  th'  uncolour'd  llream 
Beneath  her  glowing  I'ay  tranflucent  fliines : 
Glad  Nature  feels  her  thro'  her  boundlefs  realms 
Of  life  and  fenfe,  and  calls  forth  all  her  fweets,  50 

Fragrance  and  fong :  from  each  unfolding  flow'r 
Tranfpire  the  balm  of  life  that  Zephyr  wafts, 
Delicious,  on  his  roly  wing:  each  bird. 
Or  high  in  air  or  fecret  in  the  fliade. 
Rejoicing  warbles  wild  his  matin  hymn,  55 

Wild  beafts  of  chafe,  by  i'ecret  inftint5l  mov'd, 
Scud  o'er  the  lawns,  and,  plunging  into  night. 
In  brake  or  cavern  flumber  out  the  day. 
Invited  by  the  cheerful  Mom  abroad, 
See,  fiom  his  humble  roof  the  good  man  comes         60 
To  tafte  her  freftmefs,  and  improve  her  rife 
In  holy  mufing :  rapture  in  his  eye 
And  kneeling  wonder  Ipeak  his  filent  foul 
With  gratitude  o'erflowing,  and  with  praife. 
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Now  Induftiy  Is  up:  the  village  pours  65 

Her  ufeful  Ions  abroad  to  various  toilj 
The  lab'rer  iiere  v/ith  ev'ry  inllrumtnt 
Of  future  plenty  arm'd,  and  there  the  rwain, 
A  loirai  king  amid  his  liibjeft  flocks, 
Whole  bleatings  wake  the  vocal  hills  afar.  70 

The  traveller,  too,  purfues  his  early  road 
Among  the  dev/s  of  mom.  Aurora  calls, 
And  all  the  living  landicape  moves  around. 
But  lee,  the  flufti'd  horizon  flames  intenie 
With  vivid  red,  in  rich  profufion  flream'd  75 

O'er  heav'n's  pure  arch.  At  once  the  clouds  affurae 
Their  gayeft  liv'ries :  thele  with  filv'ry  beams, 
Fring'd  lovely,  Iplendid  thofe  in  liquid  gold. 
And  ipeak  their  lov'reign's  ftate.     He  comes  ;  behold? 
Fountain  of  light  and  colour,  warmth  and  life  I  80 

7'he  king  of  Glory  !  round  his  head  divine 
Diffufive  (how^'rs  of  radiance  circling  flow, 
As  o'er  the  Indian  wave  up-riflng  fair 
He  looks  abroad  on  Nature,  and  invefts. 
Where'er  his  univerfal  eye  furveys,  85 

Her  ample  bofom,  earth,  air,  lea,  and  (ky, 
In  one  bright  robe  with  heav'nly  tin6lures  gay. 

From  this  hoar  hill,  tliat  climbs  above  the  plain 
Half-way  up  heav'n,  ambitious,  brown  with  woods 
Of  broadeft  Ihade,  and  terrac'd  round  with  walks      90 
Winding  and  wild,  that  deep  embow'ring  rile, 
Maze  above  maze,  thro'  all  its  flieiterM  height, 
From  hence  th'  aerial  concave  without  cloud, 
Tranflucent,  and  in  pureil  azure  drefs'd  j 
The  bcundlefs  Icene  beneavh,  hill,  dale,  and  plain  j 
The  precipice  abrupt ;  the  diilant  deep,  96 

Whole  fliores  remunnur  to  the  founding  furge  ; 
The  neareft  forell  in  wide  circuit  fpread, 
Solemn  recel's,  whole  iblitary  walks 
Fair  Truth  and  Wildom  love ;  the  bord'ring  lawn. 
With  flocks  and  herds  enrich'd;  the  daily'd  vale  j    10 1 
The  river's  ci-yilal,  and  the  meadow's  green — 
Grateful  diverfity  ;  allure  the  eye 
Abroad  to  rove  aniid  ten  thoufand  charms. 
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Thefe  fcenes,  where  ev'ry  V^irtiie,  ev'iy  Mule,    105 
Delighted  range,  ierene  the  foul,  and  lift. 
Borne  on  Devotion's  vVing,  beyond  the  pole, 
To  higheit  heav'n,  her  thought  5  to  Nature's  God, 
Firft  lource  of  all  things  lovely,  all  things  good, 
-Eternal,  infinite!  before  whole  throne  no 

Sits  fov'reign  Bounty,  and  thi-o'  heav'n  and  carvii 
Carclefs  diffules  plenitude  of  blifs : 
Him  all  things  own;  he  fpeaks,  and  it  is  day  j 
Obedient  to  his  nod,  alternate  night 
Oblcures  the  world:  the  fealbns  at  his  call  115 

Succeed  in  train,  and  lead  the  year  around. 
While  reafon  thus  and  rapture  fill  the  heart. 
Friends  of  mankind,  good  angels,  hov'ring  near, 
Their  holy  influence,  dcep-iiitufmg,  lend. 
And  inftill  whilpers,  foft  as  Zephyr's  breath  120 

Wlien  fcarce  the  gi'een  leaf  trembles,  tlu-o'  her  pow'rs 
Inlpire  new  vigour,  purer  light  lupply. 
Ami  kindle  ev'iy  virtue  into  flame. 
Celeftial  intercourfe !  fuperior  blifs, 
V/hich  VlcencVr  knew  !  health  of  th'  enlivenM  foul, 
And  heav'n  on  earth  begun  !  Thus,  ever  fix'd  1  zi 

In  iblitude,  may  I,  obfcurely  fafe. 
Deceive  mankind,  and  fteal  thro'  life  along, 
As  Hides  the  foot  of  Time,  unmarkM,  unloiown. 

Exalted  to  his  noon,  the  fervent  lim, 
Full-blazing  o'er  the  blue  immenfe,  burns  out 
With  fit-rce  effulgence.  Now  th'  embow'ring  maze 
Of  vale  fequefter\l  or  the  fir-crown'd  nde 
Of  airy  mountain,  whence  with  lucid  lapfe 
Falls  many  a  dew-fed  ftream,  invites  the  ftep  135 

Of  mufmg  poet,  and  fecures  repole 
To  weary  pilgrim.  In  the  flood  of  day, 
Opprefuve  brightnefs  deluging  the  world, 
Sick  Nature  pants  ;  and  irom  the  cleaving  earth 
Light  vapours,  undulating  tlii-o'  the  air,  I4» 

Contagious  fly,  engend'ring  'dire  difeafe, 
Red  plague  and  lever,  or  in  fogs  aloft 
Contleniing,  ihew  a  ruffling  tempeft  nigh. 
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And  fee,  exhaling  from  the  Atlantic  furge, 
Wild  world  of  waters  !  diilant  clouds  alcend  145 

In  vap'ry  confluence,  deep'ning  cloud  on  cloud. 
Then  rolling  dull  along  to  eaft  and  north, 
.As  the  blait  bears  them  on  his  humid  wing, 
Draw  total  night  and  tenipeft  o\t  the  noon. 
Lo  !  bird  and  beaft,  imprcls'd  by  Nature's  hand,     150 
In  homeward  warnings  thro'  each  feeling  nerve 
Hafte  from  the  hour  of  terror  and  of  llonn . 
The  Thunder  now,  from  forth  his  cloudy  flirlne, 
Amid  conflifting  elements,  where  Dread 
And  Death  attend,  the  lervants  of  his  nod,  155 

Firit  in  deaf  munnurs  founds  the  deep  alarm. 
Heard  i'rom  afar,  a.vvak'ning  awful  taought. 
Dumb  ladnei's  fills  this  netiier  world  ;  the  gloom 
With  double  blacknefs  lours  ;  the  temped  iwells, 
And  expectation  ihakes  tiie  heart  of  man.  160 

Where  yonder  clouds  in  dulky  depth  extend 
Broad  ere  the  fouth,  fermenting  in  their  womb. 
Pregnant  with  fate,  the  fiery  tempeft  Iweils, 
Sulphureous  iteam  and  nitrous,  late  exhaled 
From  mine  or  im^uous  Ibii;  and,  lo!  at  once,        165 
Forth  darted  in  ilant  ftream,  the  ruddy  flafh, 
Quick  glancing,  Ijpreads  a  moment's  horrid  day. 
Again  it  flames  expanfive,  ftieets  the  flcy. 
Wide  and  more  wide,  with  mournful  light  around. 
On  all  fides  burning}  now  the  face  of  things  170 

Difcloimg,  Iwailow'd  nov/  in  tenfold  night. 
Again  the  Thunder's  voice,  with  pealing  roar, 
From  cloud  to  cloud  continuous  roU'd  along. 
Amazing  burfts  !  Air,  fea,  and  Ihore,  reibund : 
Horror  fits  fhudd'ring  In  the  felon  breaft,  175 

And  feels  the  dreadful  flafh  before  it  flies : 
Each  fleeping  fm,  excited,  ftarts  to  view, 
And  all  is  ftoirn  within.  The  murd'rer,  pale 
With  confcious  g-uilt,  tho'  hid  in  deepefr  fliade, 
Hears  and  flies  wild,  puriu'd  by  all  his  fears,  180 

And  iJcss  the  bleeding  fliadow  of  the  flain 
Rile  hideous,  glaring  on  him  thro'  the  gloom. 
Hiirk!  tliro'  tii'  aerial  vault  tlie  ftoi-m,  inflam'dj 
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Comes  nearer,  hoarlely  loud,  abrupt  and  fierce, 

Peal  hurl'd  on  peal  inceflant,  burft  on  burft ;  185 

Tom  from  its  bale,  as  if  the  general  frame 

Were  tumbling  into  chaos.— There  it  fell, 

With  whirlwind  wing,  in  red  diffufion  flafhM : 

Deftruclion  mai^ks  its  path.     Yon'  riven  oak 

Is  hid  in  linould'ring  fires  j  furprisM  beneath  190 

The  traveller  ill-omen'd  proftrate  falls, 

A  livid  corie.  Yon'  cottage  flames  to  heav'n. 

And  in  its  fartheft  cell,  to  which  the  hour. 

All  horrible,  had  Iped  their  fteps,  behold  ! 

The  parent  breathlcis  lies,  her  orphan  babes  195 

Shuddering  and  fpeechlefs  round---0  Pow'r  divine! 

AVholewill,  unerring,  points  the  bolt  of  Fate, 

Thy  hand,  tho'  terrible,  fhall  man  decide 

If  puni(hment  or  mercy  dealt  the  blow  ? 

AppeasM  at  laft,  the  tmnult  of  tlie  flcies  200 

Subfides,  the  thunder's  falling  roar  is  huih'd  j 
At  once  the  clouds  fly  IcattVing,  and  the  lim 
Breaks  out  with  boundlefs  Iplendour  o'er  the  world. 
Parent  of  light  and  joy  !   to  all  things  he 
New  life  rellores,  and  from  each  drooping  field        205 
Draws  the  redundant  rain,  in  climbing  mills 
Faft-rifmg  to  his  ray,  till  ev'ry  flbw'r 
Lift  up  its  head,  and  Nature  liniles  revlv'd. 

At  firft  'tis  awful  filence  overall. 
From  fenle  of  late-felt  danger,  till  confirm'd,  210 

In  grateful  chorus  mixing,  beaft  and  bird 
Rejoice  aloud  to  heav'n  :  on  either  hand 
The  woodlands  warble,  and  the  vallies  low. 
So  pafs  the  Ibngful  hours.  And  now  the  lun, 
Declhfd,  hangs  vei'ging  on  the  weflern  main,  215 

Whole  fluv^uating  bolbm,  blulhing  red, 
The  Ipaceofmany  Teas  beneath  his  eye. 
Heaves  in  foft  iWellings  murm'ring  to  the  Ihore  : 
A  circling  glory  glows  aroynd  his  dilk 
Of  milder  beams  ;  part,  ftreaming  o'er  the  flcy,       220 
Inflames  the  dillant  azure  ;  part  btlow 
In  level  lines  flioot  thro'  the  waving  wood, 
Clad  half  in  light  and  half  in  pleafuig  fliade, 
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That  lengthens  o'er  the  lawn.  Yon"'  ev'nlng  clouds, 
Lucid  or  dufk,  with  flamy  purple  edg'd,  225 

Float  in  gay  pomp  tlie  bine  horizon  round, 
Amufive,  changeful,  fhifting  into  fhapes 
Of  vifionaiy  beauty,  antique  tow'rs 
With  fhadowy  domes  and  pimiacles  adorned, 
Or  hills  of  white  extent,  that  rife  and  fmk  2  3» 

As  Iportful  Fancy  lifts  j  till  late,  the  fun 
From  human  eye  behind  earth's  fhadingorb 
Total  withdrawn,  th'  aerial  landlcape  fades. 

Diftin6lion  fails,  and  in  the  darkening  weft 
The  ialt  light,  quiv'ring,  dimly  dies  away.  235 

And  now  th'  illufive  flame  oft'  [ei:n  at  eve 
Upbome  and  blazing  on  the  light-wing'd  gale. 
Glides  o'er  the  lawn,  betok'ning  Nights  approach : 
Arifmg  awful  o'er  the  eaftern  fky. 
Onward  flie  comes  with  filent  ftep  and  flow,  240 

In  her  brown  mantle  wrapt,  and  brings  along 
The  ft"li,  the  mild,  the  melancholy  hour, 
And  Meditation,  with  his  eye  on  heav'n. 

IViufmg,  in  Ibber  mood,  of  time  and  life, 
That  fly  with  unrelenting  wing  away  245 

To  that  dark  world,  untravell'd  and  unknown, 
Eternity !  thro'  defert  ways  I  walk. 
Or  to  tlie  cyprels-grove,  at  twilight  fliunn'd 
By  pafling  iwains .  The  chill  breeze  murmurs  lew, 
And  the  boughs  ruftle  round  me  where  I  ftand,       250 
With  fancy  ail  arous'd.— -Far  on  the  left 
Shoots  up  a  fliapelefs  rockof  duflcy  height. 
The  raven's  haunt,  and  down  its  woody  fteep 
A  dafaing  flood  in  headlong  torrent  huils 
His  founding  waters  ;  white  on  ev'ry  cKlf  255 

Hangs  the  light  foam,  and  iparkles  thro'  the  gloom. 

Behind  me  riles  huge  a  rev'rend  pile 
Sole  on  this  blafl:ed  heath,  a  place  of  tombs, 
Wafte,  defolate,  where  Ruin  dreary  dwells  : 
Brooding  o'er  fightlefs  fculls  and  cn.imbling  bones  260 
Ghafl:ful  he  fits,  and  eyes  with  ftedfaft  glare 
(Sad  trophies  of  his  pow'r  where  ivy  twines 
Its  fatal  green  ai^ound)  the  falling  roof, 
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The  time-fhook  arch,  the  column  grey  with  mcfs, 
The  leaning  wall,  the  fculptur'd  Hone  defac'd,        265 
Whofe  monumental  flattery,  mix'd  with  dull, 
New  hides  the  name  it  vainly  meant  to  raile. 
All  is  dread  iilence  here,  and  undifturb'd, 
Save  what  the  wind  fighs,  and  the  wailing  owl 
Screams  folitar)*  to  the  mournful  moon,  270 

Glimm'ring  her  v/eltem  ray  thro'  younder  aiile. 
Where  the  lad  ipirit  v/aiks  withfhadowy  foot 
His  wonted  round,  or  lingers  o'er  his  gi-ave. 

Hail,  midnight  Shades  !  hail,  venerable  Dome  ! 
By  age  more  venerable  ;  facred  fliore,  275 

Beyond  Time's  troubled  fca,  where  never  wave. 
Where  never  wind  of  paffion  or  of  guilt, 
Of  fufF'ringor  of  forrow,  fhall  inv^ade 
The  calm  Ibund  night  of  thofe  who  reft  below: 
The  weary  are  at  peace ;  the  fmail  and  great,  208 

Life's  voyage  ended,  meet  and  mingle  here  : 
Here  flteps  the  pris'ncr  fate,  nor  feels  his  chain. 
Nor  heai-'s  th'  opprelTor's  voice.     The  poor  and  old, 
With  all  the  fons  of  Mourning,  fearleis  now 
Gf  want  or  woe,  find  unalami'd  repole.  285 

Proud  Greatnefs,  too,  the  tyranny  of  pow'r. 
The  grace  of  beauty,  and  the  force  of  youth. 
And  name  and  place,  are  here — forever  loft ! 

But,  at  near  diftance  on  the  mould'ring  wall 
Behold  a  monument,  with  emblem  grac'd,  290 

And  fair  infcription,  where  with  head  declin'd 
And  folded  arms,  the  Virtues  weeping  round 
Lean  o'er  a  beauteous  youth  who  dies  below. 
Thyrfis— -'tis  he  !   the  wileft  and  the  beft  ! 
Lamented  Shade!  whom  ev'ry  gift  of  Heav'n         295 
Profuiely  blefs'd  ;  all  learning  v/as  his  own  ; 
Pleafing  his  fpeech,  by  Nature  tauglit  to  flow, 
Periuafive  fcnfe  and  ftrong,  fmcere  and  clear : 
His  manners  greatly  plain  :  a  noble  grace, 
Self-taught,  beyond  the  reach  of  mimic  Art,  300 

Adom'd  him ;  his  calm  temper  winning  mild  ; 
Nor  Pity  Ibfter,  nor  was  Truth  more  bright : 
Conftant  in  doing  well,  he  neither  fought 
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Nor  fiuinn''d  applaiiie.  No  bafliful  merit  figh'd 
Near  him  neglefted  ;  fympathizing,  he  305 

Wip'd  off"  the  tear  from  Sorrow's  clouded  eye 
With  kindly  hand,  and  taught  her  heart  to  finile. 

'Tis  morning,  and  the  lim  his  welcome  light 
Swift,  from  beyond  dark  Ocean's  orient  ftream, 
Caft  thro' the  air,  renewing  Nature's  face  310 

With  heav'n-born  beauty  :  o'er  her  ample  breaft, 
O'er  fea  and  fhore,  light  Fancy  ipeeds  along 
Quick  as  the  darted  beam  from  pole  to  pole, 
Excurfive  traveller.     Now  beneath  the  north. 
Alone  with  Winter  In  his  inmoft  realm,  315 

Region  of  horrors  !  here  amid  the  roar 
Of  winds  and  waves,  the  drifted  turbulence 
Of  hail-mix'd  fnows,  refides  th'  ungenial  pow'r, 
For  ever  filent,  {hiv'ring  and  forlorn  ! 
From  Zembla's  cliffs  onto  the  ftraights  furmis'd     320 
Of  Anian  eaftward,  where  both  worlds  oppofe 
Their  fliorcs  contiguous,  lies  the  polar  fea. 
One  glitt'ring  waffe  of  ice,  and  on  the  morn 
Cafts  cold  a  cheerlefs  light.     Lo  !   hills  of  fnow, 
Hill  behind  hill,  and  Alp  on  Alp,  afcend,  325 

Pil'd  up  from  eldeil  age,  and  to  the  fun 
Iiripenetrable,  rifmg  from  afar 
In  mifty  profpeft  dim,  as  if  on  air 
Each  floating  hill,  and  azure  range  of  clouds  : 
Yet  here,  ev'n  here,  in  this  difaftrous  clime,  330 

Horrid  and  harboxu"lefs,  where  all  life  dies, 
Advent'rous  mortals,  m^g'd  by  thirft  of  gain. 
Thro'  floatmg  ifles  of  ice  and  fighting  ftorms, 
Koam  the  wild  waves  in  fearch  of  doubtful  fhores, 
By  well  or  eaft,  a  path  yet  unexplor'd.  335 

Hence  eaftwai-d  to  the  Tartar's  cruel  coaft, 
By  utmoft  ocean  wafh'd,  on  whofe  laft  wave 
The  blue  fky  leans  her  breaff,  diffus'd  Lmmenfe 
In  folitaiy  length  the  Defert  lies 

Where  Defolation  keeps  his  empty  court :  340 

No  bloom  of  fpring  o'er  all  the  thirfty  vaft, 
Nor  fpiry  grafs,  is  found,  but  fands  inffead 
In  fteril  hills,  and  rough  rocks  rlfmg  grev. 
D  3 
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A  land  of  fears  !  where  vifionary  forms 
Of  gi-ifly  fpeftres  from  air,  flood,  and  fire,  34.5 

Sv/aiTH,  and  before  them  ipeechlefs  Hon'or  ftalks! 
Here,  night  by  night,  beneath  the  ftarlefs  dufk, 
The  lecret  hag  and  forcerer  unblefs'd 
Their  fabbath  hold,  and  potent  i'pells  compofe, 
Spoii!>  of  the  violated  grave  ;  and  now  3  50 

Late,  at  the  hour  that  fevers  night  from  mom, 
Whenfleep  has  filencM  ev'ry  thought  of  man. 
They  to  their  revels  fall,  infernal  throng  ! 
And  as  they  mix  in  circling  dance,  or  turn 
To  the  four  v/inds  of  heav'n  with  haggard  gaze,     353 
Shot  llreaming  from  the  bolbm  of  the  north. 
Opening  the  hollow  gloom,  red  meteors  blaze. 
To  lend  them  light,  and  diftant  thunders  roll. 
Heard  in  low  munnurs  thio'  the  lowering  fky. 

From  thefe  fad  I'cenes,  the  wafte  abodes  of  Death, 
With  devious  wing,  to  fairer  climes  remote  361 

Southward  I  ftray,  where  Caucallis  in  view, 
Bulwaik  of  nations,  in  broad  eminence 
Upheaves  from  realm  to  realm  a  hundred  hills. 
On  from  the  Cafpian  to  the  Euxine  ftretch'd,  365 

Pale-glitt'ring  with  eternal  ihows  to  heav'n. 
From  this  chill  fteep,  which  midnight's  higheft  fhades 
Scarce  climb  to  darken,  rough  with  mumi'ring  woods. 
Imagination  travels  v^^ith  quick  eye 
Unbounded  o'er  the  globe,  and  wond'rlng  views      370 
Her  rolling  feas  and  intermingled  ides, 
Her  mighty  continents,  outftretch'd  immenfe. 
Where  Europe,  Afia,  Afric,  of  old  fame. 
Their  regions  numberltls  extend  j  and  where. 
To  farthcil  point  of  weft,  Columbus  late  375 

Thi-o""  imtiy'd  oceans  bore  to  fhores  unknown 
Moor'd  his  firft  keel  adventurous,  and  beheld 
A  new,  a  fair,  a  fertile  world  arile  ! 
But  neaier  fcenes  of  happy  rural  view. 
Green  dale,  and  lev(;l  dov^n,  and  bloomy  hill,  380 

The  Mule's  walk,  en  wlilch  the  fun's  bright  eye 
Propitious  looks,  invite  her  willing  ftep. 
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And  mountains  crown'd  with  aromatic  woods 
Of  vegetable  gold,  with  vaies  amidft,  3^5 

Lavifh  of  flow'rs  and  fragance,  where  ibft  Spring, 
Lord  of  the  year,  indulges  to  each  field 
The  fanning  breeze,  live  fpi'ing,  and  fhelt'ring  grove. 

In  thele  blefs'd  plains  a  fpacious  city  ipreads 
Its  round  extent  magnificent,  and  feems  390 

The  feat  of  empire  :  dazzling  in  the  ll:y, 
With  far-feen  blaze,  her  tov/'ry  ftru6lures  Ihlne, 
Elaborate  works  of  arl  i  each  opening  gate 
Sends  forth  its  thouiands  :  pe?-ce  and  plenty  round 
Environ  her.     In  each  frequented  i'chocl  395 

Learning  exalts  his  head,  and  Commerce  pours 
Into  her  amis  a  tlioufand  foreign  realms. 
How  fair  and  fortunate  I  how  w^orthy  all 
Of  lafting  bills  fecure :  yet  all  muft  fail, 
O'ertum'd  and  loft— nor  fhall  their  place  be  found. 

A  fullen  cahn  unufual,  dark  and  dead,  4.0 1 

Ariles  inaufpicious  o'er  the  heav'ns. 
The  beamlels  fun  looks  wan  ;  a  fighing  cold 
Winters  the  fhadowM  air  ;  the  birds  on  high. 
Shrieking,  give  fign  of  fearful  change  at  hand  :        405 
And  now,  within  the  bolbm  of  the  globe. 
Where  I'ulphur  ftor'd  and  nitre  pcacef\:l  flept. 
For  ages,  in  their  fubterranean  bed. 
Ferments  th"'  approaching  tempeft.     Vap'iy  ftreams, 
Iniiammable,  perhaps  by  winds  liiblimM,  410 

Their  deadly  breath  apply.     Th'  enkindled  mafs. 
Mine  fir'd  by  mine  in  train,  with  b;)undlefs  rage, 
With  horror  unconceiv'd,  difploded  burfts 
Its  central  prifon-— Shook  from  ihore  to  fhore 
Reels  the  broad  continent  with  all  its  load,  415 

Hills,  forefts,  cities.     The  lone  defert  quakes  ; 
Her  lavage  lens  howl  to  the  thunder's  groan. 
And  lightning's  raddy  glare,  wliiie  from  bL-neath 
Deaf  diilant  roarings,  thro'  the  wide  profovmd 
Rueful  are  heard,  as  when  Defpair  complains.         420 

Gather'd  in  air,  o'er  tiiat  proud  capital 
Crowns  an  involving  cloud  of  gloomy  depth, 
Fafting  dun  nio-ht  and  terror  o'er  t  he, heads 
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Of  her  inhabitants,     Aghaft  they  Hand, 

Sad-gazing  on  the  mournful  fkies  around,  41 5 

A  moment's  dreadtiii  filence !  then  loud  Icreanis 

And  eager  fupplications  rend  the  fkies. 

Lo !  crowds  on  crowds,  in  huny'd  flreams  along, 

From  ftreet  to  ftreet,  from  gate  to  gate,  rolPd  on, 

This,  that  way  burft  in  waves,  by  horror  wing'd     430. 

To  diftant  hill  or  cave,  while  half  the  globe, 

Ker  frame  convulfive  rocking  to  and  fro, 

Trembles  with  lecond  agony.    Upheaved 

In  furges,  her  vex'd  furface  rolls  a  fea  : 

Ruin  eniiies  j  tow'rs,  temples,  palaces,  435 

Flung  from  their  deep  foundations,  roof  on  roof, 

Crufh"d  horrible,  and  pile  on  pile  o'erturn'd 

Full  total — In  that  univerfal  groan, 

Sounding  to  heav'n,  expir'd  athoufand  lives, 

O'erwhelni'd  at  once,  one  vmdiftinguifh'd  wreck ! 

Sight  full  of  fate!  up  from  the  centre  torn  441 

The  ground  yawns  horrible  a  hundred  mouths, 
Flafliing  pale  flames — down  tluo'  the  gidphs  profound, 
Screaming,  whole  crovv'ds  of  ev'r^^  age  and  rank. 
With  hands  to  heav'n  raisM  high  imploring  aid,     44*5 
Prone  to  th'  abyfs  defcend,  and  o'er  their  heads 
Eai-th  (Imts  her  ponderous  jaws.  Part  loft  in  night 
Return  no  more ;  part  on  the  wafting  wave. 
Borne  thi-o'  the  darknefs  of  th'  infernal  world, 
Far  diftant  rife,  emerging  with  the  flood,  450 

Pale  as  alcending  ghofts  caft  back  to  day, 
A  fluidd'ring  band !  diftiT.clion  in  each  eye 
Stars  wildly  motionlefs  j  tl\ey  pant,  they  catch 
A  gulph  of  air,  and  grafp  with  dying  aim 
The  wreck  that  drives  along,  to  gain  fi-om  Fate,      455 
Short  intei-val!  a  moment's  doubtful  life: 
For  now  earth's  folid  fphere  afundcr  rent 
With  final  ditTolution,  the  huge  mafs 
Falls  undennin'd — Down,  down  th'  extenfive  feat 
Of  this  fair  city,  dusvn  her  buildings  Imk!  4^0 

Sinks  the  full  pride  her  ample  walls  inclos'd. 
In  one  wild  havoc  crafh'd,  with  burft  beyond 
Heav'nloudeft  thunder!  Uproar unconceiv'd! 
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Image  of  Nature'^s  gen'ral  frame  deftroy'd! 
How  greatly  terrible,  how  dark,  and  deep  465 

The  purpofes  of  Heav'n !  At  once  oVrihrown 
White  age  and  youth,  the  guilty  and  thejuftj 
O  feemlngly  levere,  promilcuous  tall! 
Reafon,  whofe  daring  eye  in  vain  explores 
The  fearful  providence,  confuci'd,  lubdu'd  470 

To  filence  and  amazement,  with  due  praife 
Acknowledges  th'  Almighty,  and  adores 
His  will  unen-ing,  wileft,  julleft,  beft! 

The  countiy  mourns  around  with  altered  look : 
Fields  where  but  late  the  many-colour'd  Spring        475 
Sat  gaily  drefs'd  amid  the  venial  breath 
Of  roles,  and  the  long  of  nightingales 
Soft-vv  arbled,  filent  languifli  now  and  die : 
Rivers  ingulf  "d  their  ample  channels  leave 
A  fandy  tra6f ;  and  goodly  mountains,  hurrd  4S0 

In  whirlwind  from  their  leat,  obilruct  the  plain 
With  rough  encumbrance,  or  thro'  depths  of  earth 
Fall  ruinous,  with  all  their  vx'ocds  immers'd. 

Sulphureous  damps,  of  dark  and  deadly  pow'r, 
Steam'd  from  th'  abyfs,  fly  lecret  overheard,  485 

Wouridlng  the  healthful  air,  whence  foul  diieafe. 
Murrain  and  rot,  in  tainted  herds  and  flocks  j 
In  man  fore  ficknefs,  and  the  lamp  of  life 
Dimm'd  and  diminifli'd ;  or  more  fatal  ill 
Of  mind,  uniettllng  reaibn  overturned:  490 

Here  into  madnels  work'd  and  boiling  o'er 
Outrageous  fancies,  like  the  troubled  fea 
Foaming  out  mud  and  filth ;  here  downward  funk 
To  folly,  and  in  idle  mufmg  v/arp'd. 
Now  chafmg  with  fond  aim  the  flying  cloud,  495 

Now  numbering  up  the  drops  of  falling  rain. 

A  v/hile  the  flery  Ipirit  in  its  cell 
Infidious  flumbers,  till  Ibme  chance  unknown. 
Perhaps  Ibme  rocky  fragment  from  the  roof 
Detach'd,  and  roU'd  with  rough  collifion  down  500 

Its  echoing  vault,  ftrikes  cut  the  fatal  ipark 
That  blows  it  into  rage.  Shakes  eardi  again, 
Y/ide  thi-o'  her  enti'ails  torn.  To  all  fides  tialli'd 
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The  flames  bear  downward  on  the  central  deep, 
Iminealli]-able  iburce,  whence  ocean  fills  505 

His  numerous  feas,  and  pours  them  round  the  globe. 
The  liquid  orb,  thro'  all  its  daik  expanfe 
In  dire  commotion  boils,  and  burfting  way 
Up  thro'  th'  imfounded  bottoms  of  the  main. 
Where  never  tempeft  niffied,  lifts  the  deeps,  5 1  o 

At  once,  in  billowy  mountains  to  the  fky, 
With  raving  violence :  and  now  their  fliores. 
Rebellowing  to  the  lurge,  they  fwallow  fierce, 
O'erfwelling  moimd  and  cliff  j  now  fwift  and  fti^ange, 
With  refluent  wave  retreating  leave  the  beach  5 1 5 

A  naked  of  wafte  lands — Mean-time,  behold! 

Yon'  neighb'ring  mountain  rifmg  black  and  bare. 
Its  double  top  in  fteril  afhes  hid. 
But  green  around  its  bale  with  oil  and  wine, 
Gives  fign  of  dorm  and  delclation  near;  520 

Storehoule  of  Fate!  from  whofe  infernal  womb. 
With  fiery  min'rals  and  metallic  ore 
Pernicious  fraught,  afcends  eternal  linoke; 
Now  wav'ring  loole  in  air,  now  borne  on  high, 
A  dufky  colmnn  height'ning  to  the  fun !  525 

Imagination's  eye  looks  down  difmay'd 
The  fteepy  gulf,  pale-fiamdng  and  profound, 
With  hourly  tumult  vex'd,  but  now  incens'd 
To  levenfold  fuiy.    Firil  dilcordant  founds. 
As  of  a  chm'ring  multitude  enrag'd,  530 

The  dafh  of  floods,  and  hollow  howl  of  winds, 
Thro'  wintiy  woods  or  cavem'd  ruins  heard. 
Rile  from  the  diflant  deptli  where  uproar  reigns  : 
Anon,  with  black  eruption,  from  its  jav/s 
A  night  of  linoke,  thick-driving,  wave  on  wave,      535 
In  ftorray  flow,  and  cloud  involving  cloud. 
Rolls  furging  foith,  extinguifhing  the  day. 
With  vollied  fparkles  mix'd,  and  whirling  drifts 
Of  ftones  and  cinders  rattling  up  the  air: 
Inlbmt  in  one  broad  burft  a  ftream  of  fire  540 

Red-iiTuIng,  floods  the  hemil'phere  around. 
Nor  paufe  nor  reft  ;  again  the  moxxntain  groans. 
Amazing,  from  its  inmoU  caverns  ihook  j 
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Again  v/lth  loiicrniiig  rage,  intenfely  fierce, 
Dilgorges  pyramids  of  quivering  flame,  ^^^ 

Spire  after  Ipire  enormous,  and  torn  rocks, 
Flung  out  in  thundering  ruins  to  tlie  Iky. 

But  fee !  in  fecond  pangs  the  roaring  hill 
From  forth  its  depth  a  cloudy  pillar  flioots, 
Gradual  and  vaft,  in  one  afcending  tiimk,  550 

Of  length  immenle,  heav'd  by  the  force  of  fire, 
On  its  own  bale  dire6f ,  aloft  in  air, 
Beyond  the  Ibaring  eagle's  llinward  flight. 
Still  as  it  fwells,  thro'  all  the  dark  extent. 
With  wonder  leen,  ten  thouiand  lightnings  play       555 
In  fiafh'd  vibrations,  and  from  height  to  height 
Inceflant  thunders  roar.    No  longer  now 
Protruded  by  th'  explofive  breath  below. 
At  once  the  fhadowy  fummit  breaks  away 
To  all  fides  round,  in  billows  broad  and  black,          560 
As  of  a  turbid  ocean  ftirr'd  by  winds, 
A  vap'ry  deluge  hiding  earth  and  heav'n. 

Thus  all  day  long  j  and  now  the  beamlefs  fun 
Sets  as  in  blood :  a  dreadful  paule  enilies, 
Deceitful  calm,  portending  fiercer  ilorm.  565 

Sad  night  at  once,  with  all  her  deep-dy'd  fhades 
Falls  back  and  boundlefs  o'er  the  fcene :  fuipenle 
And  terroi-  rule  the  hour.    Behold !  from  far, 
Imploring  Heav'n  with  llipplicating  hands 
And  ftreaming  eyes,  in  mute  amazement  fix'd,          570 
Yon'  peopled  city  Hands,  each  fadden'd  face 
Tura'd  t'wards  the  hill  of  fear^  and,  hark!  once  moic 
The  rifnig  tempefl  fliakes  its  founding  vaults. 
Now  faint  in  diftant  mimuurs,  now  more  near 
Rebounding  horrible,  with  all  the  roar  575 

Of  winds  and  feas,  or  engines  big  with  death. 
That,  planted  by  the  murd'rous  hand  of  War 
To  fliake  the  round  of  fbme  proud  capital, 
At  once  difploded,  in  one  burlUng  peal 
Their  mortal  thunders  mix.  Along  the  fky,  ^to 

From  eaft  to  fbuth,  a  ruddy  hill  of  iinoke 
Extends  its  ridge,  with  diiinal  light  inflam'd : 
Mean-while  the  fluid  lake  that  works  below. 
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Bitumen,  fulphur,  lalt,  and  iron  i'cum, 

Heaves  up  its  boiling  tide  :  the  laboring  mount         585 

Is  tcni  with  p.gonizing  tluoes — at  once, 

Forth  Irom  its  fide  diiparted,  blazing  pours 

A  mighty  river,  buming  in  prone  waves, 

That  glimmer  thro'  the  night  to  yonder  plain: 

Divided  there,  a  hundred  torrents  il:rcam,  590 

Each  ploughing  up  its  bed,  roll  dreadful  on, 

Refiftiefs :  villages,  and  woods,  and  rocks. 

Fall  flat  before  their  Iweep.    The  region  round. 

Where  myrtle-walks  and  groves  of  golden  fruit 

Role  fair,  where  han'-ell  wav'd  in  all  its  pride,          595 

And  where  the  vineyard  Ipread  her  purple  ilore, 

Ivlaturing  into  necl.ar,  now  defpoird 

Of  herb,  leaf,  fruit,  and  flower,  from  end  to  end 

Lies  bury'd  imdcr  lire,  a  glowing  iea  1 

Thus  roaming  with  advent'rcus  wing  the  globe,  6od 
From  Icene  to  fcene  excuriive,  I  behold 
In  all  h;r  workings,  beauteous,  great,  or  new. 
Fair  Nature,  and  in  all  with  wonder  trace 
The  Ibv'reign  Ivlaker,  firft,  fupreme,  and  beft, 
Wiio  acluaies  tiie  whole  j  at  whofe  command,  605 

O  edient,  fc-e  and  flood  tremendous  rile, 
Hii  miniHers  of  veangeance,  to  reprove 
^ind  iccurge  the  nations.  Holy  are  his  v.-ays, 
His  works  unnumber''d,  and  to  all  proclaim 
UnfithomM  v/lidom,  goodnefs  unconnn'd.  6je 

CANTO  II. 
E N  D I, E  s s  the  wonders  of  creating  pow'r 
On  earth,  but  chiei  on  high  thro""  heav'n  dlfplay'd : 
Thtrc  I'hines  the  full  magnificence  unveiPd 
Of  Majeity  divme :  refulgent  there 
Ten  thouiand  luns  blaze  forth,  with  each  his  train      5 
Of  vv'orlds  dependent,  all  beneath  the  eye 
Ani  equal  rule  of  one  eternal  Lord. 
To  thoie  bright  climes,  awakening  all  her  powers, 
Ani  fpreadijig  her  unbounded  wing,  the  Mule 
Afcending  foars  on  thro'  the  fluid  fpi^ce,  i  ; 

The  buoyant  atmofpliere,  v.-hoie  vivid  breath. 
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<^aul  of  all  fublunary  iif;,  pervades 
'I"he  realmsof  Nature,  to  her  inmoll  depths 
Diffused  with  quick'nhig  energy.     Now  ftill, 
From  pole  to  pole  th'aerial  ocean  fleeps,  1 5 

One  limpid  vacancy;  now  rousM  to  rage 
Uy  bluft'ring  meteors,  wind,  hail,  rain,  or  cloud, 
V/ilh  thunderous  iiiry  chargM,  its  billows  rile. 
And  /hake  the  nether  orb.     Still  as  I  mount, 
A  path  the  vulture's  eye  hath  not  oblerv'd,  20 

Nor  foot  of  eagle  trod,  th'  ethereal  fphere 
Receding  flies  approach,  its  circling  arch 
Alike  rem.ote,  tranflucent,  and  fertne: 
Glorious  expanfion!   by  th'  Almighty  fpread, 
Whole  limits  who  hath  leen !  or  who  with  him  ^5 

Hath  walk'd  tlie  iim-pav'd  circuit  from  old  time. 
And  vifiLed  the  holt  of  heav'n  around ! 

Gleaming  a  borrow'd  light,  from  whence  how  fniall 
The  fpeck  of  earth,  and  dim  air  circumfuo'd! 
JVIutable  region,  vexM  v/ith  liourly  change.  30 

But  here  unrtiffled  Calm  her  even  reign 
Maintains  eternal;   here  the  lord  of  day, 
The  neighboring  Sun,  fliines  out  in  all  his  ftrength, 
Noon  vv'ithout  night.     Attra6i:ed  by  his  beam 
I  thither  bend  my  iliglit,  tracing  tlie  Iburce  3  5 

Where  morning  Iprings ;  whence  herinnum'rous  ftreams 
Flow  lucid  forth,  and  roll  thro'  tracklefs  ways 
Their  white  waves  o'er  the  fky.     The  fountain  orb, 
Dilating  as  I  rife,  beyond  the  ken 
Of  mortal  eye,  to  which  earth,  ocean,  air,  40 

Are  but  a  central  point,  expands  immcule, 
A  Ihorelels  lea  of  fluctuating  fire, 
That  deluges  all  ether  v/itli  its  tide. 
What  pow'r  is  that  which  to  its  circle  bounds 
The  violence  of  flame !   in  rapid  whirls  45 

Conflift Ing,  floods  with  floods,  as  if  to  leave 
Their  place,  and,  buriting,  overwhelm  the  world 
Motion  incredible !   to  which  the  rage 
Ot  oceans,  when  whole  winter  blows  at  oiice 
In  hurricane,  is  peace.     But  who  (hall  tell  50 

That  radiance  beyond  mealure  on  the  fan 
E 
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Poiir'd  OTittranfcendtnt!  thoie  keen-flafhing  rays 

Thrown  round  his  ftate,  and  to  yon'  worlds  afar 

Supplying  days  and  fealbns,  life  and  jcy ! 

Such  virtue  he,  the  Majefty  of  heav'n,  55 

Brightneis  original !  all-bounteous  king ! 

Hath  to  his  creature  lent,  and  crown'd  his  fphere 

With  matchlefs  glory.     Yet  not  all  alike 

Refplendent :  in  thefe  liquid  regions  pure, 

Tnick  mills,  condenfing,  darken  into  fpots,  60 

And  dim  the  day;  whence  that  malignant  light. 

When  Caeiar  bled,  which  laddenM  all  the  year 

With  long  eciiple.     Some  at  the  centre  rile 

Infhady  circles,  like  the  moon  beheld 

From  earth,  when  (he  her  unenlighten'd  face  6  5 

Turns  thithenvard  opaque  3  a  fpace  they  brood 

In  congregated  clouds,  then  breaking  float 

To  all  ikies  round :  dilated  ibme  and  denle. 

Broad  p.s  earth's  furface  each,  by  flow  degrees 

Spread  from  the  confines  of  the  light  along,  70 

Uiui-ping  half  the  i'phere,  and  fwim  obfcure 

On  to  its  adverle  coall,  till  there  they  let, 

Orvaniflifcatter'd,  measuring  thus  the  time 

That  round  its  axle  whirls  the  radiant  crb. 

Farieil  of  beings  !   firft-created  Light !  7  5 

Prime  caufe  of  beauty !  for  from  thee  alone 
The  fparkiing  gem,  the  vegetable  race, 
The  nobler  worlds  that  live  and  breathe,  their  charms. 
The  lovely  hues  peculiar  to  each  tribe, 
From  thy  unfailing  Iburce  of  fplendour  draw !  80 

In  thy  pure  (hine  with  transport  I  iurx^ey  . 
This  firmament,  and  thefe  her  rolling  worlds. 
Their  magnitudes  and  motions ;  thole  how  vaft ! 
H')w  rapid  theie!  with  iwiftneis  unconceivM, 
From  well  to  eaft  in  Iblemn  pcmp  revolv'd,  85 

U.ierring,  undifturb'd .  the  lun's  bright  train, 
Progrcffive  thro'  the  fky's  light  fluent  borne 
Around  their  centre.     Mercury  the  firft. 
Near  bordering  on  the  day,  with  fpeedy  wheel 
Flies  iwiftelL  on,  inflaming  where  he  comes,  90 

With  levenibld  ipkndour,  all  his  azure  rovad. 
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Next  Venus  to  the  weftward  of  the  fun, 
Full  orb'd  her  face,  a  golden  plain  of  light. 
Circles  her  iai-ger  round .     Fair  morning  ftarl 
'I'hat  leads  on  dawning  day  to  yonder  world,  9  5 

The  leat  of  man,  hung  in  the  heav'ns  remote. 
Whole  northern  hemifphere,  defcending,  lees 
The  fun  arile,  as  thro'  the  zodiac  rolPd ; 
Full  in  the  middle  path  oblique  Ihe  winds 
iier  annual  orb  j  and  by  her  fide  the  Moon,  106 

Companion  of  her  flight,  whofe  folemn  beams, 
Nofturnal,  to  her  darkened  globe  fupply 
A  fofter  daylight,  whole  attra6live  pow'r 
Swells  all  her  leas  and  oceans  into  tides. 
From  the  mid-deeps  overflowing  to  their  fliores.         105 

Beyond  the  fphere  of  Mars,  in  diftant  Ikies, 
Revolves  the  mighty  magnitude  of  Jove, 
With  kingly  Hate,  the  rival  of  the  lim  j 
About  hiiTi  round  four  planetary  mooriSj 
On  earth  with  wonder  all  niglit  long  beheld,  116 

Moon  above  moon,  his  fair  attendants,  dance. 
Thele  in  th'  horizon  flow  afcending  climb 
The  fteep  of  heaven,  and,  mingling  in  loft  flow 
Their  fllver  radiance,  brighten  as  they  rife. 
Thole  oppolite  roil  downward   from  their  noon        11^ 
To  where  the  fiiade  of  Jove,  out-fl:rech''d  in  length 
A  dulky  cone  immenfe,  darkens  the  Iky 
Thro'  many  a  region.     To  thefe  bounds  airlv'd, 
A  gradual  pale  creeps  dim  o'er  each  fad  orb. 
Fading  their  lufl:re,  till  they  fmk  involv'd  i  z6 

In  total  night,  anddifappear  eclips'd. 
By  this  the  fage  who,  ftudious  of  the  fkies. 
Heedful  explores  thefe  late-dilcover'd  worlds. 
By  this  oblerv'd  the  rapid  progrefs  finds 
Of  light  itfelf;  how  fwift  the  headlong  ray  125 

Shoots  from  the  fun's  height  thro'  unbounded  fpace. 
At  once  enlight'ning  air,  and  earth,  and  heav'n. 

Laft  utmoft  Saturn  walks  his  frontier  round, 
The  boundary  of  worlds,  with  his  pale  moons 
Faint-glimm'ring  tlu-o'  the  darknefs  Night  has  thrown, 
Deep-dy'd  and  dead  o'er  this  chili  globe  forlorn  j    131 
E  2 


16  THE  ExcuRs;o^^ 

An  endlefs  defert,  where  extreme  of  cold 
Eternal  fi's,  as  in  his  native  feat, 
On  wintry  hills  of  never-thawing  ice ! 
Such  Saturn's  earth  j  and  yet  ev'n  here  the  fight       1 3  5 
Amid  thele  doleful  Icenes  new  matter  finds 
Of  wonder  and  delight !  a  mighty  ring, 
On  each  fide  rifmg  from  th'  horizon's  verge, 
Self-poisVi  in  air,  with  its  bright  circle  round 
Enccmpaffeth  his  orb.     As  night  comes  on  140 

Saturn's  broad  fhade,  caft  on  its  eaftem  arch, 
Climbs  (lowly  to  its  height,  and  at  th'  approach 
Of  mom  returning,  with  like  ftealthy  pace. 
Draws  weftward  off,  till  thro'  the  hicid  round 
In  dillant  view  th'  illumin'd  fkies  are  leen.  145 

Beauteous  appearance ;  by  th'  Almighty's  hand 
Peculiar  fafhion'd. — Thine  thele  noble  works. 
Great  univerfal  Ruler!  earth  and  heav'n 
Are  thine,  fpon!:aneous  offspring  of  thy  will. 
Seen  with  tranfcendent  raviihment  liiblime,  1 50 

That  lifts  the  foul  to  thee  !  a  holy  joy, 
By  realbn  prompted,  and  by  realbn  Iwell'd 
Beyond  all  height — ^for  thou  art  infinite ! 
Thy  virtual  energy  the  frame  of  things 
Pervading  actuates ;  as  at  firfl:  thy  hand  155 

Diffus'd  thro'  endlefs  I'pace  this  limpid  iky, 
Vail  ocean  without  ftorm,  where  thele  huge  globes 
Sail  undifturb'd,  a  rounding  voyage  each', 
Obfei-vant  all  of  one  unchanging  law. 
Simplicity  divine!  by  this  Ible  rule,  160 

The  Maker's  great  eftablifhment,  thefe  worlds 
Revolve  haiTnonious,  world  attracting  world 
With  mutual  love,  and  to  their  ceni  ral  fun 
All  gravitating;  now  with  quicken'd  pace 
Defcending  t'ward  the  primal  orb,  and  now  165 

Receding  (low,  excurfive  from  his  bounds. 

This  Ipring  of  motion,  tliis  hid  pow'rinfus'd 
Tliro'  univerfal  nature,  firft  was  known 
To  thee,  great  Newton!  Britain's jufteft  pride. 
The  boaif  of  human  race,  whofe  tow'ring  thought,    170 
In  her  amazing  progrefs  unconfin'd. 
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From  tnith  to  tmth  afcendincr,  galn'd  the  height 
Of  fcience,  whither  mankind  from  afar 
Gaze  up  aftonifh'd.     Now  beyond  that  height, 
By  death  from  frail  mortality  fet  free,  175 

A  pure  intelligence  he  wings  his  way 
Thro'  wondrous  fcenes,  new-open'd  in  the  world 
Invlfible,  amid  the  general  choir 
Of  faints  and  angels,  rapt  with  joy  divine, 
Which  fills,  overflows,  and  ravifhes,  the  foul !  1 80 

His  mind's  clear  vifion  from  all  darknefs  purg'd, 
For  God  himfelf  ihines  forth  immediate  there. 
Thro'  thofe  eternal  climes,  the  frame  of  things. 
In  its  ideal  harmony,  to  him 

Stands  all  reveal'd. 185 

But  how  Ihall  mortal  wing 
Attempt  this  blue  profundity  of  heav'n, 
Unfathomable,  endlels  of  extent! 
Where  unknown  funs  to  unknown  fyftems  rife, 
Whofe  numbers  who  fliall  tell  ?  ftupend^us  hoitj     190 
Inflaming  millions  thro'  tlie  vacant  hung. 
Sun  beyond  fun,  and  world  to  world  unfeen, 
Meafurelefs  diftance,  unconceiv'd  by  thought! 
Awful  their  order;  each  the  central  fire 
Of  his  l\jr?Ciiind4ng  ftars,  whofe  whirling  fpeed,        195 
Solemn  and  nlent,  thro'  the  pathlefs  void 
Nor  change  nor  error  knows.     But  their  ways 
By  Reafon,  bold  advent'rer,  unexplor'd, 
Inftru6led  can  declare !  Wiiat  fcarch  fliall  find 
Their  times  and  feafons !  their  appointed  laws,         200 
Peculiar!  their  Inhabitants  of  life. 
And  of  intelligence,  from  fcale  to  fcale 
HaiTTionious  riling  and  in  fix'd  degree, 
Numberlefs  orders,  each  reiembling  each. 
Yet  all  diverfe  ! — Tremendous  depth  and  height      205 
Ofwifdom  andof  pow'r,  that  this  great  whole 
Fram'd  inexpreffible,  and  ftill  preferves. 
An  infinite  of  wonders  ! — Thou  !  liipremp, 
Firft  independent  Caufe,  whofe  prefence  fills 
Nature's  vaft  circle,  and  whofe  pleaiure  mo/es,          210 
Father  of  human-kind  !  the  Mule's  wing 
El 
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Suftaining  giiide,  while  to  the  heights  of  heav'n 
Roaming  th""  intenninable  vaft  of  I'pace, 
She  riles,  tiacing  thy  almighty  hand 
In  its  dread  operations.     Where  is  now  215 

The  leat  of  mankind,  earth  ?  where  her  great  fcenes 
Of  wars  and  triumphs  ?  empires  fam\l  of  old, 
AiTyrian,  Roman  ?  or  of  later  name, 
Peruvian,  Mexican,  in  that  riew  world, 
Beyond  the  wide  Atlantic,  late  dlfclosM?  220 

Where  is  their  place? — Let  proud  Amhition  paufe. 
And  ficken  at  the  vanity  that  prompts 
His  littk  deeds: — with  earth,  thole  nearer  orbs. 
Surrounding  planets,  late  ib  glorious  ieen. 
And  each  a  workl,  are  now  for  fight  too  iirjall,          2:15 
Are  almoif  loli  to  thought.    The  fun  himieU, 
Ocean  of  flame,  but  twinkles  from  afar, 
A  glimmering  ftar  amid  the  train  of  night ! 
While  in  thefe  deep  abyfTcs  of  the  Iky, 
Spaces  incomprehenfibie,  new  iiins,  230 

Crown'd  with  unboiTow'd  beams,  illuftrious  fuinc  j 
Ai'fturus  here,  and  here  the  Pleiades, 
Amid  the  northern  holt;  ivor  with  lelii  ftate. 
At  funlefs  diftance,  huge  Orion's  orbs. 
Each  in  his  I'phere  refulgent,  and  the  noon  235 

Of  Syrius,  burning  tnro'  the  Ibuth  of  heav'n. 

Myriads  beyond,  with  bk^nded  rays,  inllame- 
The  Milky  Way,  whole  ifreara  of  vivid  light, 
Povu""d  from  inmnnerabk  fountains  round. 
Flows  trembling,  wave  on  wave,  from  lun  to  fan,    240 
And  whitens  the  long  path  to  heav'n's  extreme  j 
Diftinguiih'il  tra6\  I  but  as  with  upward  flight 
Soaring  I  gain  th'  immenlurable  fteep. 
Contiguous  liars,  in  bright  protufion  iown 
Thi'o''  thefe  wide  fields,  all  broaden  into  funs,  245 

Amazing,  lever'd  each. by  gidfs  of  air, 
in  circuit  ample  as  the  folar  heav'ns. 

From  this  dread  eminence,  where  endlefs  day, 
Da^/  without  cloud  abides,  alone,  and  fiU'd 
With  holy  hoiTor,  trembling  I  linxey  ^50 

Kqv/  dcvvnv/aid  thro'  tl-u;  univerfal  ipiiere 
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Al'/eady  pail: :  now  up  to  th'  heights  uutry'd, 
And  ofth''  enlarging  profpeft  find  no  bound! 
About  me  on  each  liand  new  wonders  riie 
In  long  lucceffion}  here  pure  Icenes  of  light  255 

Dazzling  the  view,  here  namelels  worlds  afar. 
Yet  undifcover'd  j  there  a  dying  fun 
Grown  dim  with  age,  whole  orb  of  flame  extin6l, 
Incredible  to  tell  1  thick  vap'ry  milf  s 
From  ev'iy  fhore  exhaling,  mix  oblcure  260 

Innumerable  clouds,  difpreadingflow, 
And  deepening  ifiade  on  fnade,  till  tlie  faint  globe. 
Mournful  of  aipeft,  calls  in  all  his  beams  : 
Millions  of  lives,  that  live  but  in  his  light, 
With  horror  fee,  from  diftant  fpheres  around,  265 

The  Iburce  of  day  expire,  and  all  his  worlds 
At  once  involved  in  everlafting  night  ! 

Such  this  dread  revolution  :  heav'n  itfelf, 
Subjeifl  to  change,  fo  feels  the  walfe  of  years  : 
So  this  cerulean  round,  the  work  divine  270 

Of  God's  own  hand,  fhall  fade,  and  empty  night 
Reign  iblitaiy,  where  thefe  ftars  now  roll 
From  weft  to  eaft  their  periods  j  where  the  train 
Of  comets  wander  their  eccentinc  ways. 
With  infinite  exctufion,  thro'  th'  immenie  27^' 

Of  ether,  traverfmg  from  Iky  to  fky 
Ten  thouland  regions  in  their  winding  road. 
Whole  length  to  trace  imagination  fails  ! 
Various  their  paths,  without  refiltance  all 
Thro'  thefe  free  Ipaces  borne  ;  of  various  face,        2  So 
Enkindled  this  with  beams  of  angiy  light, 
Sliot  circling  from  its  orb  in  ianguine  fnowers  ; 
Tliat  thro'  the  fhade  of  night,  projecting  huge. 
In  horrid  trail,  a  fpire  of  dufky  flame, 
Embody'd  mifts  and  vapours,  whole  fir'd  mafs  285 

Keen  vibrates,  ftreaming  a  red  length  of  air. 
While  diftant  orbs  with  wonder  and  amaze 
Mark  its  approach,  and  night  by  night,  alarm'd, 
Its  dreaded  progrefs  watch,  as  of  a  foe 
Whole  march  is  ever  fatal,  in  whole  train  2905 

Famine,  and  War,  and  deiblating  Plague, 
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Each  on  his  pale  horfe  rides,  the  minifters 

Of  angry  Heav'n,  to  fcourge  offending  worlds  ! 

But,  lo  !  where  one  from  ibme  far  world  returned. 
Shines  out  with  fudden  glare  thi-o'  yonder  Iky,  295 

Region  of  darknefs,  where  a  fun's  loft  globe, 
Deep-ovenvhelm'd  with  night,  extinguifh'd  lies. 
By  Ibme  hid  pow'r  attracfed  from  his  path, 
Fearful  commotion  !  into  that  dufk  traft , 
The  devious  comet,  fteep  defcending  falls  300 

With  all  his  flames,  rekindling  into  life 
Th'  exhaufted  orb  ;  and  Iwift  a  flood  of  light 
Breaks  forth  diffufive  thro'  the  gloom,  and  fpreads 
In  orient  ftreams  to  his  fair  train  afar 
Of  moving  fires,  from  night's  dominion  won,  305 

And  wond'ring  at  the  morn's  unhop'd  return. 

In  ftill  amazement  loft  th'  awaken'd  mind 
Contemplates  this  great  view,  a  iiin  reftor'd 
With  all  his  worlds  !  while  thus  at  large  her  flight 
Ranges  thefe  untrac'd  Icrenes,  progrefllve  borne  310 

Far  tliro'  ethereal  ground,  the  boundleis  walk 
Of  fpirits,  daily  travellers  from  heav'n. 
Who  pals  the  myftic  gulf  to  journey  here. 
Searching  th'  almighty  Maker  in  his  works 
From  worlds  to  worlds,  and  in  triumphant  choir      3 1 5 
Of  voice  and  harp  extolling  his  high  praife. 

Immortal  natures  !  cloth'd  with  brightnefs  round 
Empyreal  from  the  fource  of  light  eff"us'd. 
More  orient  than  the  noon-day's  ftainleis  beam  j 
Their  will  unerring,  their  affe6lions  pure,  320 

And  glowing  fervent  warnith  of  love  divine. 
Whole  objeft  God  alone  5  for  all  tilings  elle, 
Created  beauty,  and  created  good, 
Illufive  all,  can  chai-m  the  Ibul  no  more  : 
Sublime  their  intelleft,  and  without  fpot,  325 

Enlarg'd  to  draw  tmth's  endlefs  proipe6l  in. 
Ineffable,  eternity  and  time  j 
The  train  of  beings,  all  by  gradual  fcale 
Defcending,  furalefs  orders  and  degi'ees  ; 
Th'  unfounded  depth,  which  mortals  dare  not  try,    3  33 
Of  God's  perfections  j  how  thele  heav'ns  firft  Iprung 
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From  unprolific  iilght ;  how  mov'd  and  rul'd 
In  number,  weight,  and  mealure  ;  what  hid  laws, 
Inexplicable,  guide  the  moral  world. 

A6live  as  flame,  with  prompt  obedience  all  335 

The  will  of  Heav'n  fulfil :  Ibme  his  fierce  wrath 
Bear  thro'  the  nations,  peftilence  and  war  j 
His  copious  goodnefs  ibme,  life,  light,  and  blifs, 
To  thoulands  :  fome  the  tate  oi  empires  rule, 
Commiflion'd,  fhek^ring  with  their  guardian  wings 
Tl:e  pious  monarch  and  the  legal  throne.  341 

Nor  is  the  fbv"' reign  nor  th'  illuftrious  great 
Alone  their  cai'e  :  to  ev'iy  lel's^ning  rank 
Of  worth  propitious,  thefe  blefs'd  minds  embrace 
With  univerial  love  the  juft  and  good,  345 

Wherever  found  ;  unprizM,  perhaps  unknown, 
Deprefs'd  by  fortune,  and  with  hate  piiriiiM, 
Or  inlult  from  the  proud  opprefibr's  brow^. 
Yet  dear  to  Heav'n,  and  meriting  the  watch 
Of  angels  o'er  his  unambitious  walk,  3  50 

At  morn  or  eve,  when  Nature's  faireft  face. 
Calmly  magnificent,  inl'pires  the  Ibul 
With  virtuous  raptures,  prompting  to  forfake 
The  fin-born  vanities  and  low  purluits 
That  bufy  human-kind  j  to  view  tlieir  ways  355 

With  pity  ;  to  repay  for  num'rous  wrongs 
Meeknefs  and  charity  :  or  rais'd  aloft, 
Fir'd  with  ethereal  ardour  to  furvey 
The  circuit  of  creation,  all  thele  luns 
With  all  their  worlds  :   and  flill  from  height  to  height, 
By  things  created  rifing,  laft  aicend  361 

To  that  First  Cauie  wlio  made,  who  governs,  all. 
Fountain  of  being,  felf-exiftent  Pow'r, 
All-wife,  all-good,  who  from  etei'nal  age 
Endures  and  fills  th'  immenfity  of  fpace  j  365 

That  infinite  diffufion,  where  the  mind 
Conceives  no  limits  :  undiftinguifh'd  void. 
Invariable,  where  no  landmarks  are. 
No  paths  to  guide  imagination's  flight.  3^9 


AMYNTOR  AND  THEODORA. 


PREFACE. 


THE  following  Poem  was  originally  intended  for  the 
ftage,  and  planned  out,  feveral  years  ago,  into  a 
regular  tragedy ;  Uut  the  Author  found  It  neceffary  to 
change  his  firft  defign,  and  to  give  his  work,  the  torm 
it  now  appears  in,  for  reafons  with  which  it  might  be 
Impt-rtinent  to  trouble  the  publicj  though,  to  a  man  who 
thinks  and  feels  in  a  certain  manner,  thole  reafons  were 
invincibly  ftrong. 

As  the  fcene  of  the  piece  is  laldinthemoft  remote  and 
unfrequented  of  all  the  Hebrides,  or  Weftera  Ifles,  that 
furround  one  part  of  Great  Britain,  it  may  not  be  im- 
proper to  Inform  the  reader  that  he  will  find  a  particu- 
lar account  of  it  in  a  little  treatife,  publillied  near  half  a 
century  ago,  under  the  title  of  *A  Voyage  to  St.  Kilda.' 
The  Author,  who  had  himfelf  been  upon  the  Ipot,  de- 
fcribes,  at  length,  the  fituation,  extent,  and  produce,  of 
that  iblitaiy  ifland :  fketches  out  the  natural  hilloiyof  the 
birds  of  feafon  that  tranfmigrate  thither  annually,  and  re- 
lates the  fingidar  cuftoms  that  ftill  prevailed  among  the 
inhabitants  j  a  race  of  people  then  the  moil  uncorrupted 
in  their  manners,  and  therefore  the  leaft  unhappy  in 
their  lives,  of  any  perhaps  on  the  face  of  the  whole 
earth  ;  to  whom  might  have  been  applied  what  an  an- 
cient hiftorian  fays  of  certain  barbarous  nations,  when 
he  compares  them  with  their  more  civilized  neighbours. 
Plus  'valuit  apud  bos  ignorantia  'vitiorumj  quam  apud 
Cr<£cos  omnia  philofophorumpnecepta. 

They  live  together  as  in  the  greateft  fimpllclty  of 
heart,  ^o  in  the  moft  inviolable  hamiony  and  union  of 
fentiments.  They  have  neither  filver  nor  gold,  but 
barter  among  themlelves  for  the  few  neceffaries  they 
may  reciprocally  want.  To  ftrangers  they  are  ex- 
tremely hofpitable,  and  no  lefs  chai'itable  to  their  own 
poor,  for  whole  relief  each  family  in  the  ifland  contri- 
butes its  fliare  monthly,  and  at  every  feftival  lends 
them  befides  a  portion  of  mutton  or  beef.     Both  fexes 

have 
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have  a  genius  to  poetry,  and  compoie  not  only  longs 
but  pieces  of  a  more  elevated  turn,  in  their  own  lan- 
guage, which  is  very  emphatical.  One  of  thole  iflan- 
ders  having  been  prevailed  with  to  vifit  the  greatelt 
trading  town  in  North  Britain,  was  infinitely  aftonifh- 
ed  at  the  length  of  the  voyage,  and  at  the  mighty 
kingdoms,  for  fuch  he  reckoned  the  larger  ifles,  by 
which  they  failed.  He  would  not  venture  himfelf  into 
the  ftreets  of  that  city  without  being  led  by  the  hand. 
At  fight  of  the  great  church,  he  owned  that  it  was  in- 
deed a  lofty  rock,  but  infilled  that,  in  his  native  coun^ 
tiy  of  St.  Kilda,  there  were  others  lllll  higher,  how- 
ever the  caverns  foiTned  in  it  (lb  he  named  the  pillars 
and  arches  on  which  it  is  railed)  were  hollowed,  he 
faid,  more  commodioufly  than  any  he  had  ever  feen 
there.  At  the  Ihake  occafioned  in  the  fteeple,  and  the 
horrible  din  that  founded  in  his  ears  upon  tolling  out 
the  great  bells,  he  appeared  under  the  utmoft  confter- 
nation,  believing  the  frame  of  nature  was  falling  to 
pieces  about  him.  He  thought  the  perlbns  who  wore 
malks,  not  difting-uilhlng  whether  they  were  men  or 
women,  had  been  guilty  of  fome  ill  thing,  for  which 
they  did  not  dare  to  lliew  their  faces.  The  beauty  and 
ftatellnefs  of  the  trees  which  he  law  then  for  the  firft 
time,  as  in  his  own  ifland  there  grows  not  a  llirub, 
equally  liu'priied  and  delighted  him  j  but  he  obferved, 
with  a  kind  of  terror,  that  as  he  palled  among  their 
branches  they  pulled  him  back  again.  He  had  been 
perfuaded  to  drink  a  pretty  large  dofe  of  ftrong  waters, 
and,  upon  finding  himlelf  drowfy  alter  it,  and  ready 
to  fall  into  a  Ilumber,  which  he  fancied  was  to  be  his 
laft,  he  exprelTed  to  his  companions  the  great  fatisfac- 
ticn  he  felt  in  fo  ealy  a  paflageout  of  this  world  j  "  for,'* 
laid  he,  "  it  is  attended  with  no  kind  of  pain.'" 

Among  inch  Ibrt  of  men  it  was  that  Aurelius  fought 
refuge  from  the  violence  and  cruelty  of  his  enemies. 

The  time  appears  to  have  been  towards  the  latter 
part  of  the  reign  of  King  Charles  II.  when  thole  who 
governed  Scotland  under  him,  with  no  lefs  cruelty  than 

impolicy. 
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impolicy,  made  the  people  of  that  country  defperatc, 
and  then  plundered,  imprifoned,  or  butchered  them, 
for  the  natural  effects  of  fuch  delpair.  The  bell  and 
vvorthieft  men  were  oft'  the  objefts  of  their  moft  unre- 
lenting fury.  Under  the  title  of  Fanatics,  or  leditious, 
they  afFe>5led  to  herd,  and  of  courle  perlecuted  who- 
ever wifhed  well  to  his  country,  or  ventured  to  ftand 
up  in  defence  of  the  laws  and  a  legal  government.  I 
have  now  in  my  hands  the  copy  of  a  warrant  figned  by 
King  Charles  himlelf,  for  military  execution  upon 
them  without  procefs  or  conviction  j  and  I  know  that 
the  original  is  Hill  kept  in  the  Secretary's  office  for  that 
partof  the  united  kingdom.  Thus  much  I  thought 
it  neceiTary  to  fay,  that  the  reader  may  not  be  milled 
to  look  upon  the  relation  given  by  Aurelius,  in  the  fe- 
cond  Canto,  as  drawn  from  the  wantonnels  of  imagina- 
tion, when  it  hardly  arifes  to  ftri6l  hiftorical  tmth. 

What  reception  this  Poem  may  meet  with  the  Au- 
thor cannot  forefee ;  and  in  his  humble,  but  happy  re- 
tirement, he  needs  not  be  over  anxious  to  know.  He 
has  endeavoured  to  make  it  one  regular  and  confillent 
whole  i  to  be  true  to  Nature  in  his  thoughts,  and  to 
the  genius  of  the  language  in  his  manner  of  exprcfiing 
them.  If  he  has  lucceeded  in  thefe  points,  but,  above 
all,  in  effeflually  touching  the  paflions,  which  as  it  is 
the  genuine  province,  i'o  is  it  the  great  triumph  of 
poetry,  the  candour  of  his  more  dlfcerning  readers  will 
readily  overlook  miftakes  or  failures  in  things  of  lefs 
mportance. 


AMYNTOR  AND  THEODORA: 
THE  HERMIT. 

IN  THREE  CANTOS. 

Addrejfed  to  the  Earl  of  Cbejierfeld. 
T  O  MRS.  MALLET. 

1  HOU faithful  partner  of  a  heart  thy  ow;z, 
JVhofe  pain  or  plcafure  fprings  from  thine  alone -^ 
1'hoUy  true  as  honour^  as  compaffion  kifid, 
That  infnveet  union  harmonize  thy  mind ; 
Here,  ^.vhile  thy  eyes  for  fad  A?nyntor''s  ^Moe^  5 

And  'Theodora's  nvreck,  ivith  tears  o'erflo-xv, 
O  may  thy  friend'' s  nvarm  <^Mjh^  to  Hea^v^n  prefer r''d 
For  thee,  for  him,  by  gracious  Hea^''n  be  beard  I 
So  her  fair  hour  of  fortune  Jhall  be  thine 
Unmix'' d,  and  all  Amyntor''s  fondnefs  mine :  ic 

So  thro''  long  'vernal  life,  nvith  blended  ray, 
Shall  Lonje  light  up  and  Friendjlnp  clofe  our  day  ; 
Till,  fummon''d  late  this  lo-wer  hean^^n  to  lea^vey 
One  Jigh  Jhall  end  us,  and  one  earth  receh-oe,  14 

CANTO  r. 

FAR  in  the  v/afry  wafte,  where  his  broad  wave 
From  world  to  world  the  vaft  Atlantic  rolls 
On  from  the  piny  fhores  of  Labrador 
To  frozen  Thule  eaft,  her  airy  height 
Aloft  to  heav'n  remoteft  Kilda  lifts,  5 

Laft  of  the  fea-girt  Hebrides,  that  guard. 
In  filial,  train,  Britannia's  parent  coaft. 
Thrice  happy  land  !  tho'  freezing  on  the  verge 
Of  Arftic  Ikies,  yet  blamelefs  Itill  of  arts 
That  polilli  to  deprave  each  fofter  clime,  10 

With  fimple  nature,  fimple  virtue,  blefs'd. 
Beyond  Ambition's  walk,  where  never  War 
Uprear'd  his  fanguine  ftandard,  nor  unfheath'd. 
For  wealth  or  pow'r,  the  defolating  fword  3 
Where  Luxury,  foft  Syren,  who  around  15 

To  thoufand  nations  deals  her  neftar'd  cup 
Of  pleafmg  bane,  that  fooths  at  once  and  kills. 
Is  yet  a  name  unknown;  but  calm  Content, 
F 
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That  lives  to  reafon,  ancient  faith,  that  binds 
The  plain  community  of  guilelefs  hearts  3.9 

In  love  and  union,  innocence  of  ill 
Their  guardian  genius ;  theie  the  pow'rs  that  rule 
This  little  world,  to  all  its  fons  fecure, 
Man's  happieft  life;  the  foul  ferene  and  found 
From  palTion's  rage,  the  body  from  difeafe :  ^5 

Red  on  each  cheek  behold  the  rofe  of  health  j 
Firm  in  each  finew  Vigour's  pliant  fpring. 
By  temperance  brac'd  to  peril  and  to  pain, 
Amid  the  floods  they  ftem,  or  on  the  fteep 
Of  upright  rocks  theii-  ftraining  fteps  furmont  39 

For  food  or  paftime :  thefe  light  up  their  mom, 
And  ciofe  their  eve  in  flumber  fweetly  deep. 
Beneath  the  north,  within  the  circling  Iwell 
Of  Ocean's  raging  found :  but  laft  and  beft, 
What  Av'rice,  what  Ambition,  fhall  not  know,        35 
True  Liberty  is  theirs,  the  heav'n-fent  guell. 
Who  in  the  cave,  or  on  th'  unculter'd  wild. 
With  Independence  dwells  and  peace  of  mind. 
In  youth,  in  age,  their  fun  that  never  fefs. 

Daughter  of  Heav'n  and  Nature,  deign  thy  aid,    40 
Spontaneous  Mufe !  O  whether  from  the  depth 
Of  ev'ning  foreft,  brown  with  broadeft  fhade. 
Or  from  the  brow  fublime  of  vernal  Alp 
As  morning  dawns,  or  fi-om  the  vale  at  noon. 
By  fome  foft  ftream  that  Aides  with  liquid  foot  45 

Thro'  bow'ry  groves,  where  Infpuation  fits 
And  liilens  to  thy  lore, au'picious  come! 
O'er  theie  wild  waves,  o'er  this  unharbour'd  fliore. 
Thy  wing  high-hov'ring  Ipread,  and  to  the  gale, 
Tlie  Boreal  fpirit  breathing  lib'ral  round  50 

From  echoing  hill  to  hill,  the  lyre  attune 
With  anfvv'ring  cadence  free,  as  heft  beseems 
The  tragic  theme  my  plaintive  verle  unfolds. 

Here  good  Aurelius — and  a  Icene  more  wild 
The  world  around,  or  deeper  folitude,  55 

Affliftion  could  not  find — Aurelius  here. 
By  fate  unequal  and  the  crime  of  war 
Expcli'd  his  native  home,  the  facred  vale 
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That  faw  him  blefs'd,  now  wretched  and  unknown. 
Wore  out  the  flow  remahis  of  letting  life  60 

In  bittemefs  of  thought,  and  with  the  furge, 
And  with  the  founding  ftonu,  his  niurmur'd  moan 
Would  often  mix — Oft'  as  remembrance  fad 
Th'  unhappy  paft  recali'd,  a  faithful  wife, 
Whom  love  firll  choie,  whom  realbn  long  endearM,  65 
His  foul's  companion  and  his  fofter  friend, 
With  one  fair  daughter,  in  her  rofy  prime, 
Her  dawn  of  op'ning  charms,  defencelefs  left 
Within  a  tyrant's  grafp!  His  foe  profefs'd. 
By  civil  madnefs,  by  intemp'rate  zeal  70 

For  diff 'ring  rites,  imbitter'd  into  hate, 
And  cnjelty  remorfelefs  !---Thus  he  liv'd. 
If  this  was  life,  to  load  the  blaft  with  fighs, 
Hung  o'er  its  edge,  to  fwell  the  flood  v/ith  tears. 
At  midnight  hour ;  for  midnight  frequent  heard         75 
The  lonely  mourner,  delblate  of  heart. 
Pour  all  the  hufband,  all  the  father,  forth 
In  unavailing  anguiHi,  ftretch'd  along 
The  naked  beach,  or  fhiv'ring  on  the  cliff, 
Smote  with  the  wintry  pole  in  bitter  ftonn,  80 

Hail,  fnow,  and  fhow'r  dark-drifting  round  his  head. 
Such  were  his  hours,  till  time,  the  wretch's  friend. 
Life's  great  phyfician,  fkill'd  alone  to  clofe. 
Where  forrow  long  has  wak'd,  the  weeping  eye, 
And  from  the  brain,  with  baleful  vapours  black,       85 
Each  fullen  fpe6li"e  chale,  his  balm  at  length, 
Lenient  of  pain,  thro'  ev'ry  fever'd  pulfe 
With  gentlelf  hand  infus'd.     A  penfive  calm 
Arofe,  but  unafTur'd  j  as  after  winds 
Of  naffling  wing  the  lea  fubfiding  How  90 

Still  trembles  from  the  florni.     Now  Reafon  firfl 
Her  throne  refuming,  bid  Devotion  raife 
To  heav'n  his  eye,  and  tlu^o'  the  turbid  mifts. 
By  fenfe  dark-drawn  between,  adoring  own 
Sole  arbiter  of  fate  one  Cauib  fupreme,  95 

All-jui1,all-wife,  who  bids  what  (lill  is  bell 
In  cloud  or  funlhine,  whole  fevereft  hand 
Wounds  but  to  heal,  and  chaffens  to  amend. 
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Thus  in  his  bofom,  ev'r}-  weak  excefs. 
The  rage  of  grief,  the  fellnefs  of  revenge,  io»' 

To  healthful  meallire  tempered  and  reduced 
By  Virtue's  hand,  and  in  her  brightening  beam 
Each  error  clear'd  away,  as  fen-born  fogs 
Before  th'  aicending  fun;  thro""  faith  he  lives 
Beyond  Time's  bounded  continent,  the  walks         105 
Of  Sin  and  Death  :  anticipating  heav'n 
In  pious  hope,  he  feems  already  there. 
Safe  on  her  lacred  fhore,  and  fees  beyond. 
In  radiant  view,  the  world  of  light  and  love, 
Where  Peace  delights  to  dwell,  where  one  fair  morn 
Still  orient  fmiles,  and  one  diffufive  fpring,  iix 

That  fears  no  ftoiTn,  and  flmll  no  winter  know, 
Th'  immortal  year  empurples.     If  a  figh 
Yet  mumiurs  from  his  breail,  'tis  for  the  pangs 
Thofe  dearelt  names,  a  wife,  a  child,  mull  feel,       115 
Still fuff'ring  in  his  fate;  'tis  for  a  foe 
Who,  deaf  himfelf  to  mercy,  may  of  Heav'n 
That  mercy,  when  molt  wanted,  afk  in  vain. 

The  lim,  now  ftation'd  with  the  lucid  Twins, 
O'er  ev'ry  fouthem  clime  had  pour'd  profufe  120 

The  rofy  year,  and  in  each  plealing  hue 
That  gi-eens  the  leaf,  or  thro'  the  blolfom  glows 
With  florid  light,  his  faircft  month  array 'd ; 
While  Zephyr,  while  the  fdver-footed  Dews, 
Her  foft  attendants,  wide  o'er  field  and  grove  125 

Frefh  fplrit  breathe,  and  flied  perfuming  balm. 
Nor  here,  in  this  chill  region,  on  the  brow 
Of  Winter's  wafte  dominion,  is  unfelt 
The  ray  ethereal,  or  unhail'd  the  rile 
Of  her  mild  reign.  From  warbling  vale  and  hill,     130 
With  wild  thyine  flow'ring,  betony  and  balm, 
Blue  lavender  and  carmel's*  fpicy  root, 
Song,  fragrance,  health,  ambrofiate  ev'rj'  breeze. 

But  high  above  the  I'eafon  full  exerts 
Its  verdant  force  in  yonder  peopled  rocks,  i35 

To  whole  wild  folitude,  from  worlds  unknown, 

♦  The  root  of  this  plant,  otherwife  named  argaiilisfjlvatuus^  is  aromatic, 
and  by  the  natives  reckoaed  cordial  to  the  fto;nach.  See  Martin's  fVelicrn 
iPes  "f  Scotland^  p.  i8c. 
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The  birds  of  paffage  tranlmigrating  come, 
Uiinamber''d  colonies  ot  tcreign  wing, 
At  Nature's  fummons  taeir  aerial  ilate 
Annual  to  found,  and  in  bold  voyage  fteer  14.0 

O'er  this  wide  ocean,  tlu'o'  yon'  pathlefs  Iky, 
One  certain  flight  to  one  appointed  fhore, 
By  Heaven's  dlreftive  fpirit  here  to  raile 
Their  temporary  realm,  and  form  lecure. 
Where  food  awaits  them  copious  from  the  wave,    145 
And  Ihelter  from  the  rock,  their  nuptial  leagues  j 
Each  tribe  apart,  and  all  on  tafks  of  love. 
To  hatch  the  pregnant  egg,  to  rear  and  guard 
Their  helplefs  infants,  piouUy  intent. 

Led  by  tlie  day  abroad,  with  lonely  ftep,  1 50 

And  ruminating  fweet  and  bitter  thought, 
Aurelius,  from  the  weftern  bay,  his  eye 
Now  rais'd  to  this  amufive  fcene  in  air. 
With  wonder  mark'd ;  now  caft  with  level  ray 
Wide  o'er  the  moving  wikiernels  of  waves,  155 

From  pole  to  pole  through  boundlefs  fpace  diffus'd, 
Magnificently  dreadful  1  where  at  large 
Leviathan,  with  each  inferior  name 
Of  fea-born  kinds,  ten  thoufand  thoufand  tribes. 
Finds  endlefs  range  for  pafture  and  for  fport.  160 

Amaz'd  he  gazes,  and,  adoring,  owns 
The  Hand  almighty,  who  its  channel'd  bed 
Immeaiurable  iunk,  and  pour'd  abroad, 
Fenc'd  with  eternal  mounds,  the  fluid  I'phere, 
With  ev'ry  wind  to  waft  large  Commerce  0:1,  165 

Join  pole  to  pole,  conlbclate  fever'd  woidds. 
And  link  in  bonds  of  intercourfe  and  love 
Earth's  univerial  family.     Now  rofe 
Sweet  ev'ning's  folemn  hour  :  the  fun  declin'd 
Hung  golden  o'er  this  nether  firmament,  1 70 

Whole  broad  cerulean  mirror,  calmly  briglit, 
Gave  back  his  beamy  viiage  to  the  Iky 
With  Iplendour  undiminifli'd,  and  each  cloud 
White,  azure,  purple,  glov/ing  round  his  throne 
In  fair  aerial  landfcape.     Here,  alone,  175 

On  earth's  remoteft  verge  Aurelius  breath'd 
F  3 
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The  healthful  gale,  and  felt  the  Imiling  Icerie 
With  awe-mixM  pleaiiire  muHng  as  he  hung 
In  filence  o'er  the  billows  hufh'd  beneath  ; 
When,  lo  !  a  found,  amid  the  wave- worn  rocks,    i2o 
Deaf-miin"n''ring  rofe,  and  plaintive  roUM  along 
From  cliff  to  cavern,  as  the  breath  of  winds. 
At  twilight  hour,  remote  and  hollow  heard 
Thro'  wint'ry  pines,  high  waving  o'er  the  fteep. 
Of  iTcy-crown'd  Apenine  :  the  fea-pie  ceas'd  185 

At  once  to  warble  j   fcreaming  from  his  neft 
The  fulmar  Ibar'd,  and  fhot  a  weftward  flight 
From  fliore  to  lea  :  on  came,  before  her  hour. 
Invading  Night,  and  hung  the  troubled  fky 
With  fearful  blacknefs  round*  :  fad  Ocean's  face   190 
A  curling  undulation  fhiv'ry  iwept 
From  wave  to  wave ;  and  now  impetuous  rofe 
Thick  cloud  and  ftonn,  and  ruin  on  his  wing. 
The  raging  South,  and  headlong  o'er  the  deep 
Fell  hoiTible,  with  broad-defcending  blall.  195 

Aloft,  and  fafe  beneath  a  fhelt'ring  cliff. 
Whole  mofs-grown  lummit  on  the  dilfant  flood 
Projefted  frowns,  Aurelius  ftood  appall'd. 
His  fl;unn'd  ear  linote  with  all  the  thund'ring  main. 
His  eye  with  mountains  furging  to  the  liars,  200 

Commotion  infinite.     Where  yon'  lall  wave 
Blends  with  the  fky  its  foam,  a  fhip  in  view 
Shoots  fudden  forth,  fteep  falling  from  the  clouds. 
Yet  diftant  feen  and  dim,  till  onward  borne. 
Before  the  blaft,  each  growing  fail  expands,  205 

Eath  malt  alpires,  and  all  th'  advancing  frame 
Bounds  on  his  eye  diftincf  :  with  fharpen'd  ken 
lis  courfe  he  watches,  and  in  awfid  thought 
That  Pow'r  invokes  whofe  voice  the  wild  winds  hear. 
Whole  nod  the  furge  reveres,  to  lock  from  heav'n. 
And  lave,  who  elfe  muft  perifh,  wretched  men,       211 
In  this  dark  hour,  amid  the  dread  abyfs. 
With  fvjars  amaz'd,  by  horrors  compal's'd  round. 
But,  Oh!  ill-omen"d,  deatfi -devoted  heads  ! 
For  Death  beftiides  the  billow,  nor  your  own  2 1  c; 

*  see  Martin's  voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p.  ss 
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Nor  Others  offer \i  vows  can  llay  the  flight 
Of  inftant  fate.     And,  lo  !   his  fecret  leat, 
Where  never  iiin-beams  glinuner'd,  deep  amidlf 
A  cavern's  jaws  voraginous  and  vail, 
The  ftonny  Genius  of  the  deep  forfakes,  220 

And  o'er  the  waves,  that  roar  beJ5eath  his  frown, 
Afcending  baleful,  bids  tiie  tempelf  Ipread, 
Turbid  and  terrible  with  hail  and  rain, 
Its  blackeft  pinion,  pour  its  loud'ningblafts 
In  whirlwind  forth,  and  from  their  lowelf  deptli      225 
Upturn  the  world  of  waters.     Kound  and  round 
The  tortur'd  Ihip,  at  his  imperious  call, 
Is  wheel'd  in  dizzy  whirl:  her  guiding  helm 
Breaks  fhort  j  her  malts  in  cradling  ruin  fall, 
And  each  rent  iail  flies  looie  in  dillant  air.  230 

Now,  fearful  moment  !  o'er  the  founding  hull 
Half  ocean  heav'd,  in  one  broad  billowy  curve 
Steep  trom  the  clouds  with  horrid  fliade  impends— 
Al\ !   fave  them  Heav'n  !  it  burfts  in  deluge  down 
With  boundleis  undulation :  fliore  and  Iky  235 

Rebellow  to  the  roai-,  at  once  ingulf 'd, 
Veffel  and  crew  beneath  its  torrent  iwecp 
Are  i'unk  to  rife  no  more.     Aurelius  wept ; 
The  tear  unbidden  dew'd  his  hoary  cheek : 
He  turn'd  his  ftep ;  he  fled  the  fatal  icene,  24© 

And  brooding  in  lad  filence,  o'er  the  light 
To  him  alone  difclos'd,  his  wounded  heart 
Pour'd  out  to  Heav'n  in  fighs  :  Thy  will  be  done. 
Not  mine,  iu preme  Dilpoler  of  events ! 
But  death  demands  a  tear,  and  man  rauft  feel  24.5 

;^  or  human  woes  :  the  reft  fubmiillon  checks. 
Not  diftant  iar,  where  this  receding  bay* 
'  vooks  northward  on  the  pole,  a  rocky  arch 
.■vxpauds  its  ielf-pois'd  concave  ;  as  the  gate 
onple,  and  bread,  and  piliar'd  mally-proof,  250 

'  H"  fome  unfolding  temple :  on  its  height 
[s  heard  the  ti-ead  of  daily- climbing  flocks, 
f  hat  o'er  the  green  I'oof  ipread  their  fragrant  food 
trended  ci"op.     As  thro'  this  caveni'd  path, 

«  see  Martin's  Voyage  to  St.  Kilda,  p.  2c. 
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InvolvM  in  penfive  thought,  Aurelius  pals'd,  -255 

Struck  with  I?.d  echoes  from  the  ibunding  vault 
RemuniiurM  fhrill,  he  ftopp'd,  he  rais'd  his  liead. 
And  law  th'  afferabled  natives  in  a  ring, 
With  wonder  and  with  pity  bending  o'er 
A  fhlpwreck'd  man.     Ail  motionleis  on  earth         260 
He  lay :   the  living  luftre  from  his  eye, 
The  vennil  hue  extingaifliM  from  his  cheek. 
And  in  their  place  on  each  chill  feature  fpread. 
The  fhadowy  cloud  and  ghaltlinefs  of  death 
With  pale  fuffuhon  iat.     So  looks  the  moon,  265 

So  faintly  wan,  thro""  hov'ring  mills  at  eve. 
Grey  Autumn's  train.     Fall  trom  his  hairs  dillill^d 
The  briny  wave,  andcloie  within  his  grafjp 
Was  clencli'd  a  broken  o-dr,  as  one  who  long 
Had  ftemm'd  the  flood  with  agonizing  breaft,  270 

And  ftruggled  ftrong  for  life.     Of  youthful  prime 
He  leemM,  and  built  by  Nature's  noblell  hand. 
Where  bold  proportion  and  where  foft'ning  grace 
Mix'd  in  each  limb  and  hannonizM  his  frame. 

Aurelius  from  the  breathlefs  clay  his  eye  275 

To  Heav'n,  imploring,  raisMj  then,  for  he  knew 
That  life,  within  her  central  cell  retired. 
May  lurk  unfeen,  diminifh'd  but  not  quenchM, 
He  bid  tranfport  it  fpeedy  thro'  the  vale 
To  his  poor  cell,  that  lonely  flood  and  low,  280 

Safe  from  the  north,  beneath  a  (loping  hillj 
An  antique  frame,  orbicular,  and  raisM 
On  columns  rudej  its  roof  with  revYend  mofi 
Light  fhaded  o'er;  its  front  in  ivy  hid. 
That  mantling  crept  aloft.     With  pious  hand         7.85 
They  Uirn'd,  they  chaf 'd  his  frozen  limbs,  and  fum'd 
The  vap'ry  air  with  aromatic  Imells ; 
Then  drops  of  IbvYeign  efficacv,  di-a\%Ti 
From  mountain  plants,  within  his  lips  infusM. 
Slow  from  the  mortal  trance,  as  men  from  dreams    29c 
Of  dirtrful  vifion,  ihuddVing  he  awakes, 
While  life  to  icarce  -felt  motion  faindy  Hf:S 
His  flutt'ring  pulfe,  and  gradual  o'er  his  cheek 
The  rji'v  curr^jit  v/ins  its  refluent:  wav. 
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Recov'rlng  to  new  pain,  his  eyes  he  tiim'd  295 

Severe  on  Heaven,  on  the  lurrounding  hilis 
With  tvi^ilight  dim,  and  on  the  crowd  unknown, 
Diffolv'd  in  tears  around,  then  clos'd  again, 
As  loathing  light  and  life.     At  length  in  ibunds 
Broken  and  eager,  from  his  heaving  bread  300 

Diftraftion  fpoke — "  Down,  down  with  ev'iy  fail! 
"  Mercy,  fweetHeav'n! — Ha!  now  whole  ocean  fvveeps 
"  In  tempeft  o'er  our  heads — My  foul's  laft  hope! 
**  We  will  not  part — .Help!  help!  yon'  wave,  behold! 
"  That  fwells  betwixt  has  borne  her  from  ray  fight. 
"  O  for  a  fun  to  light  this' black  abyfs  !  306 

"Gone — loft — for  ever  loft!"     He  ceas'd.    Amaze 
And  trembling  on  the  pale  aftiftants  fell. 
Whom  now  with  greeting  and  the  words  of  peace 
Aurelius  bid  depait.     A  paufe  enfu'd,  310 

Mute,  mournful,  folemn,     On  the  ftranger's  face 
Obfei-vant,  anxious,  hung  his  fix'd  regard : 
Watchful,  his  ear,  each  murmur,  ev'ry  breath, 
Attentive  leiz'd  j  now  eager  to  begin 
Conlbling  ipeech :  now  doubtful  to  invade  315 

The  lacred  fdence  due  to  gi'lef  fuprejue  : 
Then  thus  at  laft  j  "  O  from  devouring  feas 
'^'  By  miracle  efcap'd !  if,  with  thy  life, 
"  Thy  fenle,  return'd,  can  yet  diicern  the  Hand, 
"  All-wonderful,  that  thro'  yon'  raging  lea,  320 

*'  Yon'  whirling  weft  of  tempeft,.  led  thee  ilii'e, 
"  That  Hand  divine  with  grateful  awe  confefs, 
"  With  proftrate  thanks  adore.     When  tliou,  alas ! 
"  Waft  number'd  with  the  dead,  and  clos'd  within 
'*  Th'  unfathom'd  gulf  j  when  human  hope  was  fled, 
"  And  human  help  in  vain — th'  almighty  Voice      326 
*■'  Then  bade  Defti-u6lion  fpare,  and  bade  the  deep 
''  Yield  up  its  prey  j  that  by  his  merpy  fav'd, 
'*  That  mercy,  thy  fair  life's  remaining  race, 
''  A  m.onument  of  wonder  as  of  love,  330 

*'  May  juftify  to  all  the  fons  of  men, 
'■'  Thy  brethren,  everprefent  in  their  need. 

"  Such  praile  delights  him  moft 

'*  He  hears  me  not. 
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•*  Some  fecret  angulfh,  ume  tianlcrendent  woe,       335 
**  Sits  heav)'  on  his  heart,  and  from  his  eyes, 
^'  Thi-o"  the  clos'd  lids,  now  roils  in  bitter  ilream  ! 

*'  Yet  Ipeak  thy  ibul,  affiicleil  as  thou  art  I 
*'  For  know,  by  mournful  privilege  'tis  mine, 
"  Myfelf  moil  wretched,  and  in  Sorrow's  ways       34^ 
"  Severely  trained,  to  fhare  in  ev'ry  pang 
**  The  wretched  feel,  to  iboth  the  iad  of  heart, 
•'  To  number  tear  for  tear  and  groan  for  groan 
*'  With  ev'ry  Ion  and  daughter  of  difti-eis. 
**  Speak  then,  and  give  thy  laboring  bofom  vent:   34.5 
"  My  pity  is,  my  friendship  fhall  be,  thine, 
'*  To  calm  thy  pain,  and  guide  thy  virtue  back, 
"  Thro'  Reafon's  paths,  to  Happinefti  and  Heav'n,'" 

The  HeiTTiit  thus  ;  and,  after  fome  fad  paufe 
Of  mufmg  wonder,  thus  the  man  unknov/n,  3  50 

"  What  have  I  heard  ? — On  this  imtravelPd  ihore, 
*'  Nature's  laft  limit,  hemmM  with  oceans  round 
*'  Howling  and  harbourlefs,  beyond  all  faith 
**  A  comrorter  to  find,  wl-iofe  language  weai's 
"  The  garb  of  civil  life  5  a  friend  whole  breaft         355 
"  The  gracious  meltings  of  fweet  pity  move ! 
*'  Ainazement  all!   my  grief  to  lilence  chami'd 
*'  Is  loft  in  wonder — But,  thou  good  unknown? 
*'  It  woes  for  ever  wedded  to  defpair, 
"  That  wifh  no  cure,  are  thine,  behold  in  me  3^0 

**  A  meet  companion  j  one  whom  earth  and  heav'n 
"  Combine  to  curie  j  whom  never  future  mora 
*'  Shall  light  to  joy,  nor  ev'ning  with  repofe 
*'  Deicending  fhade — O,  ion  of  this  wild  world! 
*'  From  fecial  converie  tho'  for  ever  barr'd,  365 

"  Tho'  chiird  with  endlel's  winter  from  the  pole, 
**  Yet  warm'd  by  goodneis,  fomi^l  to  tender  fenie 
*'  Of  hiunan  woes  beyond  what  milder  climes, 
**  By  fairer  ions  attemper'd,  courtly  boaft^ 
"  O  lay,  did  e'er  thy  breaft,  in  youthful  life,  370 

"  Touch'd  by  a  beam  from  beauty  ail  divine, 
**  Did  e'er  thy  bofom  her  iweet  influence  own, 
*'  In  plcaling  tumult  pour'd  thro'  ev'iy  vein, 
^'^  And  pantiiig  at  the  heart,  when  firft  our  eye 
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•' Receives  impreffion ?  then,  as  paflion  grew,  375 

*'  Did  Heav'n  conleriLing  to  thy  vv'ifh  indulge 
**  That  blil's  no  wealth  can  bribe,  no  pow'v  beftow, 
**  That  bills  of  angels,  love  by  love  repaid  ? 
*'  Heart  ftreaming  full  to  heart  in  mutual  flow 
*'  Of  faith  and  friendfhip,  tendei-nefs  and  truth —    3 So 
*'  If  thele  thy  fate  diftinguifhM,  thou  wilt  then, 
'^  My  joys  conceiving,  image  my  delpair, 
*' How  total!  howexu-eme!  for  this,  all  this, 
**  Late  my  fair  fortune,  wrecked  on  yonder  flood, 
**  Lies  loft  and  bury'd  there — O,  awful  Heav'n  !        3S5  ■ 
*'  Who  to  the  wind  and  to  the  whelming  wave, 
*'  Her  blamelels  head  devoted,  thou  alone 
*'  Canft  tell  what  I  have  loft— O,  ill-ftair'd  Maid ! 
*'  O,  moft  undone  Amy ntor ! " — Sighs  and  teaj-s, 
And  heart-heavM  groans,  at  this  his  voice  fupprefs'd  i 
The  reft  was  agony  and  dumb  delpair.  391 

Now  o'er  their  heads  damp  Night  her  ftormy  gloom 
Spread,  ere  the  glimm'ring  twilight  was  expired. 
With  huge  and  heavy  horror  cloflng  round 
In  doubling  clouds  on  clouds.     The  mournful  fcene, 
The  moving  tale,  Aurelius  deeply  felt ;  396 

And  thus  repiy'd,  as  one  in  nature  fkiird. 
With  foft-aflentingibrrow  in  his  look. 
And  words  to  footh  not  combat  hopelefs  love. 

"■  Amyntor,  by  that  Heav'n  who  lees  thy  tears,  400 
*'  By  faith  and  friendlhip's  lympathy  divine, 
*'  Could  I  the  ibrrows  heal  I  more  than  fliare, 
"  This  bolbm,  truft  me,  (houid  from  thine  transfer 
*' Its  fliarpeft  grief.     Such  grief,  alas!  howjuft? 
**  How  long  in  filent  anguiih  to  defcend,  4.05 

*'  When  reafon  and  v/hen  fondnei's  o'er  the  tomb 
*^  Are  fellow  mourners  ?     He  who  can  rehgn 
*'  Has  never  lov'd;  and  wert  thou  to  the  fenie, 
**  Hie  I'acred  feeling  of  a  lois  like  thine, 
**  Cold  and  inienlihle,  thy  breaft  were  then  410 

*'  No  manfion  for  humanity,  or  thought 
**  Of  noble  aim.     Their  dwelling  is  with  love 
**  And  tender  pity,  whole  kind  tear  adorns 
**  The  cloudtd  cheek,  and  iandilies  the  foul 
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*'  They  foften,  not  iubdue.     We  both  will  mix,     4.15 

*'  For  her  thy  virtue  loy'd,  th^f  tmth  laments, 

*'  Our  Ibcial  fighs ;  and  ftili  as  morn  imveils 

**  The  brightening  hill,  or  ev'*ning's  miftyfhade 

*'  Its  brow  obicures,  her  gracefulneis  of  form, 

*'  Her  mind  all  lovely,  each  ennobling  each,  420 

*'  Shall  be  oiu-  frequent  theme  :  then  (halt  thou  hear 

*'  From  rne,  in  lad  return,  a  tale  of  v*'oes 

*'  So  terrible— Amyntor,  thy  pained  heart, 

**  Amid  its  own,  will  Ihudderat  the  ills 

*'  That  mine  has  bled  with— But  behold  !  the  dark 

"  And  drowly  hour  fteals  faft  upon  our  talk: ,  426 

*'  Here  break  we  off}  and  thou,  fad  mourner!  tr)' 

*'  Thy  weary  limbs,  thy  wounded  mind,  to  balm 

*'  With  timely  fleep  :  each  gracious  wing  from  heaven. 

"  Of-  thofe  that  mlnifter  to  erring  man,  430 

"  Near  hov-rlng,  hufh  thy  paflions  in'o  calm, 

*'  Serene  thy  flumbers  with  prelented  fcenes 

"  Of  brighteft  vifion,  whiiper  to  thy  heart 

*•'  That  holy  peace  which  goodnefs  ever  fliares, 

**  And  to  us  both  be  friendly  as  we  need  !"  435 

CANTO  II. 

Now  midnight  rofe,  and  o'er  the  general  fcene. 
Air,  ocean,  earth,  drew  broad  her  blackeft  veil, 
Vapour  and  cloud.     Around  th' unfleeping  ifle 
Yet  howlM  the  whirlwind,  yet  the  billow  groan'd. 
And  in  mix'd  horror  to  Amyntor's  ear 
Borne  tiiro""  the  gloorn,  his  fhrieking  fenfe  appaird. 
Shook  by  each  blaft,  and  iwept  by  ev'ry  w.ive. 
Again  pale  Mem'iy  labours  in  the  llonm  .- 
Again  trcm  her  is  torn  whom  more  than  life 
His  fondnefs  iov'd.     And  nowanoiher  (how'r  i-. 

Of  i'brrow  o'er  the  dear  unhappy  maid 
Effufive  ftream'd,  till  late,  thi-o'  ev'ry  pow'r 
The  (bul  iubdu'd  funk  iad  to  flow  rcpoie. 
And  all  her  darkening  Icenes,  by  dhn  degrees, 
Were  quench'd  in  total  night:  a  paule  from  pain      2  ^ 
Not  long  to  laft  }  for  Fancy,  oft'  awake 
While  Aeafon  fieeps,  from  her  iilufive  cell 
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Call'd  up  wild  fhapes  of  vUionaiy  fear, 
Ofvifionaiy  blifs,  the  hqjirof  reft 
To  mock  with  mimic  fhews.     And,  lo!   the  deeps  20 
In  airy  tumult  fwell :  beneath  a  hill 
Amyntor  heaves  off" overwhelming  leas, 
Or  rides,  v/ith  dizzy  dread,  from  cloud  to  cloud. 
The  billows  back  :  anon  the  fliadowy  world 
Shifts  to  Ibme  boundlefs  continent  unknown  25 

Where  folitaiy,  o'er  the  ftarlefs  void. 
Dumb  Silence  broods.     Thro'  heaths  of  dreary  length, 
Slow  on  he  drags  his  ftagg'ring  ftep  infirm 
Witli  breathleis  toil  j  hears  toiTent  floods  afar 
Roar  thro' the  wild,  and,  plung'd  in  central  caves,   30 
Falls  headlong  many  a  fathom  into  night. 
Yet  there,  at  once,  in  all  her  living  charms. 
And  brightening  with  their  glow  the  brown  abyfs, 
Rofe  Theodora.     Smiling,  in  her  eye 
Sat,  without  cloud,  the  ibft-conlenting  foul,  3  5 

That,  guilt  unknowing,  had  no  wifh  to  hide  j 
A  fpring  of  Hidden  myrtles  fiow'ring  round 
Their  walk  embow'r'd  j  while  nightingales  beneath 
Sung  ipoulals,  as  along  th'  enameil'd  turf 
They  leem'd  to  fly,  and  interchanged  their  fouls,      40 
Melting  in  mutual  ibftneis.     Tin-ice  his  anus 
The  fair  encircled  5  thrice  flie  fled  his  grafp, 
And  fading  into  darknefs,  mix'd  with  air — 
"  O,  turn  !   O,  fl:ay  thy  flight !"  io  loud  he  cry'd, 
Sleep  and  its  train  of  humJd  vapours  fled.  45 

He  groan'd,  he  gaz'd  around  j  his  inward  fenfe 
Yet  glowing  with  the  vifion's  vivid  beam. 
Still  on  his  eye  the  hov'ring  fliadow  blaz'd  ; 
Her  voice  ft  ill  murmur'd  in  his  tinkling  ear. 
Grateful  deception  !  till  returning  thought  50 

Left  broad  awake,  arnld  th'  incumbent  lour 
Of  mute  and  mournful  night,  again  he  felt 
His  grief  inflam'd  throb  frefti  in  ev'iy  vein. 
To  frenzy  ftimg,  upftarting  from  his  couch, 
The  vale,  the  ftiore,  with  darkling  ftep  he  roam'd,   55 
Like  fome  drear  I'peftre  fi'om  the  grave  tmbound  3 
Tiien  fcalhig  yonder  cliff,  prone  o'er  its  brow 
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He  Iiung,  in  a6l  to  plunge  amid  the  flood, 
Scarce  from  that  height  dilcem'd.   Nor  Reafon's  voice 
Nor  ow'd  iiibmiffion  to  the  will  of  Heav'n  60 

Rellrains  him  5  but  as  paffion  whirls  his  thought, 
Fond  expe6lation,  that  perchance  efcap'd, 
Tho'  paffing  all  belief,  the  frailer  fkifF, 
To  which  himfelf  had  borne  th'  unhappy  fair. 
May  yet  be  leen.     Around  o'er  fea  and  flibre  65 

Heroird  his  aaxient  eye,  but  nought  around 
On  land  or  wave  within  his  ken  appears, 
Nor  ikifF,  nor  floating  corfe,  on  which  to  fhed 
The  lail  fad  tear,  and  lay  the  covering  mould. 

And  now,  wide  open'd  by  the  wakeful  Hours         70 
Heav'n's  orient  gate,  forth  on  her  progrefs  comes 
Aurora  liniling,  and  her  purple  lamp 
Lifts  high  o'er  earth  and  lea  ;  while  all  unveil'd, 
The  vail  horizon  on  Amyntor's  eye 
Pours  full  its  icenes  of  wonder,  wildly  great,  75 

Magnificently  variolas.    From  this  fl:eep 
Diffused  immenle  in  rolling  profpeftlay 
The  northern  deep  :  amidil,  from  fpace  to  fpace, 
Her  numerous  ifles,  rich  gems  of  Albion's  crown. 
As  flow  th'  aiccnding  mills  difperle  in  air,  80 

Shoot  gradual  from  her  bolbmj  and  beyond, 
Like  dillant  clouds  blue-floating  on  the  verge 
Of  ev'ningflcies,  break  forth  the  dawning  hills, 
A  thouland  landlcapes,  barren  fome  and  bare, 
Rock  piTd  on  rock,  amazing,  up  to  heav'n,  85 

Of  horrid  grandeiu" :  Ibme  with  ibunding  alh. 
Or  oak  broad-fhadowing,  or  the  fpiry  growth 
Of  waving  pine  high-plum'd,  and  all  beheld 
More  lovely  in  the  fun's  adorning  beam. 
Who  now,  fair  rifmg  o'er  yon'  eaftem  cliff",  90 

The  vernal  verdxu-e  tinctures  gay  wirh  gold. 

Mean-while  Aurelius,  wak'd  from  Iweet  repofe, 
Repjfe  that  Temp'rance  Iheds  in  timely  dews 
On  all  who  live  to  her,  his  mournful  gueft 
Came  forth  to  hail,  as  hoipiiable  rites  95 

And  Virtue's  rule  enjoin  j  but  firfl:  to  him, 
Spring  of  all  chaxuty,  who  gave  the  heart 
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With  kindly  fenie  to  glow,  his  matin  long, 
Superior  duty,  thus  the  fage  addrels'd  :  99 

**  Fountain  of  light !   from  whom  yon'  orient  fun 
*'  Firft  drew  his  fplendour  ;  Source  of  life  and  love  ! 
"  Whole  fmile  now  wakes  o'er  earths  rekindling  face 
*'  The  boundlefs  blufh  of  fprhig  •  O,  Firft  and  Beft  I 
*'  Thy  eftence  tho'  from  human  fight  and  learch, 
'*  Tho'  from  the  climb  of  all  created  thought  105 

*'  Ineffably  remov'd,  yet  man  himlelf, 
*'  Thy  loweft  child  ot  realbn,  man  may  read 
*'  Unbounded  pow'r,  intelligence  llipreme, 
*'  The  Maker's  hand,  on  all  his  works  imprefs'd, 
**  In  charatSlers  coeval  with  the  lim,  110 

*'  And  with  the  iiin  to  kift  ;  from  world  to  world, 
'^  From  age  to  age,  in  ev'ry  clime,  dilclos'd, 
"  Sole  revelation  thro'  all  time  the  fame. 
*'  Hail  univerlal  Goodnefs  !  with  full  ftreani 
*'  For  ever  flowing  from  beneath  the  throne  115 

'*  Thro'  earth,  air,  lea,  to  all  things  that  have  life  j 
*'  From  all  that  live  on  earth,  in  air  and  lea, 
*'  The  great  community  of  Nature's  Ions, 
'*'  To  thee,  firft  Father,  ceafelefs  praife  afcend ! 
*^  And  in  the  rev'rent  hymn  my  grateful  voice  120 

*'  Be  duly  heard,  among  thy  works  not  leaft, 
*'  Nor  loweft,  with  intelligence  intorm'd, 
*'  To  know  thee  and  adore  j  with  free-will  crown'd, 
*'  Where  Virtue  leads  to  follow  and  be  blefs'd. 
**  O,  whether  by  thy  prime  decree  ordain'd  125 

*'  To  days  of  future  life  j  or  whether  now 
*'  The  mortal  hour  is  inftant,  ftill  vouchfafe, 
**  Parent  and  friend,  to  guide  me  blamelefs  on 
**  Thro'  this  dark  fcene  of  error  and  of  ill, 
**  Thy  tinith  to  light  me,  and  thy  peace  to  cheer :    130 
"  All  elfe,  of  me  unalk'd,  thy  will  fupreme 
**  Withhold  or  grant,  and  let  that  will  be  done." 

This  from  the  foul  in  filence  breath'd  fmcere, 
The  hill's  fteep  fide  with  finn  elaftic  ftep 
He  lightly  fcal'd  5  fuch  health  the  fnigal  board,      135 
The  morn's  frelh  breath  that  exerciie  refpires 
In  mountain  walks,  and  confcience  free  Irom  blame, 
G  a 
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Our  life's  bell  cordial,  can  thro'  age  prolong. 
There,  loft  in  thought,  and  lelf-abandcn'd  lay 
The  man  unknown,  nor  heard  approach  his  hoft,     140 
Nor  raised  his  .drooping  head.  Aurelius  mov'd 
By  foft  compaffion,  which  the  lavage  fcene, 
Shut  up  and  barrM  amid  furrounding  leas 
From  human  commerce,  quickenMintoienfe 
Of  fharpc^r  Ibrrow,  thus  apart  began.  145 

"  O  light,  that  from  the  eye  of  Wealth  or  Pride, 
"  Ev'n  in  their  hour  of  vaineft  thought,  might  draw 
*'  A  feeling  tear  !  whom  yell^rday  beheld 
*'  By  love  and  fortune  crown'd,  of  all  poflefs'd 
*'  That  fancy,  tranc'd  in  faireft  vifion,  dreams  j       150 
"  Now  loft  to  ail,  each  hope  that  Ibftens  life, 
*'  Each  blii's  that  cheers  j  there  on  the  damp  earth  fpread, 
*'  Beneath  a  heav'n  unknown,  behold  him  now  ! 
*'  And  let  the  gay,  the  fortunate,  the  great, 
"  The  proud,  be  tauglit  what  now  the  wretched  feel, 
**  The  iiappy  have  to  fear.     O  man  forlorn !  256 

'*  Too  plain  I  read  thy  heart,  by  fondnels  drawn 
*'  To  this  lad  fcene,  to  fights  that  but  inflame 

"  Its  tender  anguilh ■" 

*'  Hearm?,  Heav'n,"  exclalm'd  160 

The  frantic  mourner.     "  Could  that  anguifli  rife 

*'  To  madnels  and  to  mortal  agony, 

*'  I  yet  would  blei's  my  fate  ;   by  one  kind  pang, 

"  From  what  I  feel,  the  keener  pangs  of  thought 

*'  For  ever  freed.     To  me  the  fun  ig  loft  j  165 

**  To  me  the  future  flight  of  days  and  years 

*'  Is  darknefs,  is  defpair— But  who  complains 

*'  Forgets  tliat  he. can  die.     O,  fainted  Maid! 

*'  For  fuch  in  heav'n  thou  art,  if  from  thy  ieat 

*'  Of  holy  reft,  beyond  thele  changeful  Ikies,  170 

*'  If  names  on  earth  moft  facred  once  and  dear, 

**  A  lover  and  a  friend,  if  yet  thele  names 

*'  Can  wake  thy  pity,  dart  one  guiding  ray 

*'  To  light  me  where,  in  cave  or  creek,  are  thrown 

"  Thy  lifelel's  limbs,  that  I— O  grief  lupreme  !        175 

*'  O  fate  remorfelefs  !  was  thy  lover  lavM 

**  For  luch  a  talk  ?—  that  I  thofe  dear  remains, 


AMYNTOR    AND    THEODORA.  6l 

**  With  maiden  rites  aclorn'd,  at  laft  may  lodge 
**  Beneath  the  hailow''d  vault,  and,  v/eeping  there 
**  O'er  thy  cold  xim,  await  the  hour  to  cloie  iSo 

*'  Thefe  eyes  in  peace,  and  mix  this  duft  with  thine  V 

"  Such,  and  fo  dire,"  reply 'd  the  cordial  friend 
In  Pity's  look  and  language,  *'  fuch,  alas  ! 
**  Were  late  my  thoughts  :  whatever  the  human  heart 
**  Can  moft  afflift,  grief,  agony,  delpair,  185 

**  Have  all  been  mine,  and  with  alternate  war 
"  This  bofom  ravag'd. 
*'  My  ftory  mark,  and  from  another's  fate, 
*<  Pre-eminently  wretched,  learn  thy  own, 
**  Sad  as  it  leems,  to  balance  and  to  bear.  190 

"  In  me  a  man  behold  whofe  morn  ferene, 
*'  Whofe  noon  of  better  life,  with  honour  fpent, 
*'  In  virtuous  purpole  or  in  honeft  acl, 
*'  Drew  fair  diltinftion  on  my  public  name 
**  From  thole  among  mankind,  the  nobler  few,  195 

"  Whofe  praife  is  fame  ;  but  there,  in  that  true  fource 
*'  Whence  happinefs  with  pureft  ftream  defcends, 
*'  In  home-found  peace  and  love,  fupremely  blefs'd ! 
**  Union  of  hearts,  confent  of  wedded  wills, 
"  By  friendfhip  knit,  by  mutual  faith  lecur'd,         200 
*'  Our  hopes  and  fears,  our  earth  and  heav'n  the  fame! 
*'  At  laft,  Amyntor,  in  my  failing  age 
*'  Fall'n  from  fuch  height,  and  with  the  felon  herd, 
**  Robbers  and  outlaws,  number'd— thought  that  ftill 
*'  Stings  deep  the  heart,and  clothes  the  cheek  with  fham.e  1 
"  Then  doom'dtofeel  what  Guilt  alone  fhould  fear,  206 
*'  The  hand  of  public  vengeance  j  arm'd  by  rage, 
•'  Not  juftice  J  rais'd  to  injure,  not  redrefs  j 
*<  To  rob,  not  guard  j  to  i-uin,  not  defend  : 
*'  And  all,  O  fov'reign  Reafon  !  all  deriv'd  2  iq 

*^  From  pow'r  that  claims  thy  warrant  to  do  wrong  ! 
*'  A  right  divine  to  violate  unblam'd 
<*  Eachlav/,  each  iiile,  that,  by  himielf  obferv'd, 
*'  The  God  prefcribes  whole  lanftion  kings  pretend  ! 

*'  O  Charles !  O  Monarch  !  in  long  exile  train'd,  215 
«'  Whole  hopelefs  years  th'  oppreflbr's  hand  to  know 
**  How  hateful  and  licw  hard  j  thyfelf  reliev'd, 
G  3 
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*'  Now  hear,  thy  people,  groaning  under  wrongs 
**  Of  equal  load,  adjure  thee  by  thoie  days 
*'  Of  want  and  woe,  of  danger  and  defpair,  22a 

**  As  heav'n  has  thine,  to  pity  their  diftrels  ! 

*'  Yet  from  the  plain  good  meaning  of  my  heart 
"  Be  far  th'  unhallow'd  licenfe  of  abufe  j 
*'  Be  far  the  bltternefs  of  laintly  zeal, 
*'  That  impious  hid  behind  the  patriot's  name  225 

*'  Maiks  hate  and  malice  to  the  legal  throne, 
*'  In  juilice  founded,  circumicrib'd  by  laws, 
"  TJie  prince  to  guard — but  guard  the  people  too  j 
"  Chief  one  prime  good  to  guard  inviolate, 
**  Soul  of  all  worth,  and  fum  of  human  blifs.  230 

*'  Fair  Freedom  !  birthright  of  all  thinking  kinds, 
*'  Realbn's  great  charter,  from  no  king  dei'iv'd, 
"  By  none  to  be  reclaimed,  man's  right  divine, 
*'  Which  God  who  gave  indelible  pronounced.         234 

**  But  if,  diiclaiming  this  his  heav'n-own'd  right, 
*'  Thisiirft,  beft,  tenure  by  which  monarchs  rule  : 
'*  If,  meant  the  bleiling,  he  becomes  the  bane, 
*'  The  wolf,  not  fhepiierd,  of  his  lubjeft  flock, 
"  To  grind  and  tear,  not  llielter  and  protecl,  239 

*'  Wide -wafting  where  he  reigns — to  llich  a  prince 
*'  Allegiance  kept  were  treafon  to  mankind, 
*'  And  loyalty  revolt  from  virtue's  law  : 
*'  For  lay,  Amyntor !  does  julf  Heav'n  enjoin 
*'  Tliat  we  ftiould  homage  h^ll  ?  or  bend  the  knee 
**  To  earthquake  or  volcano  when  they  rage,  245 

**  Kend  earth's  firm  frame,  and  in  one  boundlefs  grave 
*'  Ingulf  their  thoufands  ?  Yet,  O  grief  to  tell ! 
*'  Yet  fuch,  of  late,  o'er  this  devoted  land 
*'  Was  public  rule.  Our  lervile  ftripes  and  chains, 
*'  Our  fighs  and  groans  reibunding  trom  the  ftecp     250 
*'  Of  wintry  hill,  or  wafte  untravell'd  heath, 
"  Lailrefugeof  our  wretchednefs,  not  guilt, 
**  Proclaim'd  it  loud  to  heav'n  :  the  arm  of  Pow"r 
**  Extended  fatal  but  to  cnifh  the  head 
**  It  ought  to  fcreen,  or  with  a  parent's  love  255 

**  Reclaim  from  error  j  not  with  deadly  hate, 
**  The  tyrant's  law,  exterminate  who  eiT. 
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*'  In  this  wide  ruin  were  my  fortunes  funk  j 
*'  Myielf,  as  one  contagious  to  his  kind, 
**  Whom  nature,  whom  the  Ibcial  lite,  renounced     260 
**  Unfumnion'd,  unimpleaded,  was  to  death, 
*'  To  fhameful  death !  adjudged  ;  againft  my  head 
*'  Tlie  price  of  blood  proclaim' d,  and  at  my  heels 
*'  Let  loole  the  jnurd'rous  ciy  of  human  hounds  : 
"  And  this  blind  fury  of  ccmmifTion'd  rage,  265 

'•'  Of  party- vengeance,  to  a  fatal  foe, 
*'  Known  and  abhorr'd  for  deeds  of  direft  name, 
*'  Was  giv'n  in  charge  j  a  foe  whom  blood-ftain'd  zeal ' 
'•'  For  what — ^-O  hear  it  not,  all  righteous  Heav'n  ! 
*'  Left  thy  rous'd  thunder  hurll — for  what  was  deem'd 
"  Religion's  caufe,  had  favag'd  to  a  brute  271 

*'  More  deadly  fell  than  hunger  ever  (lung 
*'  To  prowl  in  wood  or  wild.     His  band  he  arni'd, 
''  Sons  of  perdition,  mifcreants  with  all  guilt 
*'  Familiar,  and  in  each  dire  art  or  death  275 

*'  Trained  ruthlefs  up  :  as  tige)"s  on  their  prey 
*'  On  my  defencelefs  lands  thole  fi^-rcer  bealls 
*'  Devouring  fell ;  nor  that  fequeiferM  fhade, 
*'  That  fweetrecefs,  where  Love  and  Virtue  long 
*'  In  happy  league  liad  dwelt,  which  War  itfdf       280 
*'  Beheld  with  reverence,  could  their  fury  'fcape  ; 
*'  Delpoil  d,  defaced,  and  wrapt  in  vvaileful  flanies  j 
*'  For  flami  and  rapine  their  coniiiming  march 
**  From  hill  to  vale  by  daily  ruin  marked. 
*'  So,  borne  by  winds  along,  in  banetul  cloud,  285 

**  Embody'd  locuiis  from  the  wing  deicend 
*'  On  herb,  fruit,  flow'r,  and  kill  che  rip'ning  year, 
*'  While,  wafte  behind,  deftruclion  on  their  track 
"  And  ghally  famine  wait.    My  wife  and  child 

"  He  dragg'd,  the  ruffian  dragged O  Heav'n !  do  I, 

*'  A  man,  I'urvive  to  tell  it  ?  At  the  hour  291 

<*  Sacred  to  reif ,  amid  the  fighs  and  tears 

*'  Of  all  vv^ho  law  and  curs'd  his  coward  rage, 

"  He  forced,  unpitying,  from  their  midnight-bed, 

*'  By  menace,  or  by  torture,  from  t:\eir  rears  295 

"  My  laft  retreat  to  learn,  and  ftili  detains 

"  Beneath  his  roof  accurs'd>  that  beil  of  wives. 
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*'  Emilia !  and  our  only  pledge  ot  love, 
*'  My  blooming  Theodora  ! — Manhood  there 
*^  And  natm-e  bleed — All !  let  not  buly  thought       300 
**  Search  thither,  but  avoid  the  fatal  coaft : 
**  Dircov'iy  there  once  more  my  peace  of  mind 
*'  Might  wreck,  once  more  to  delperation  fink 
*'  My  hopes  in  Heav'n/'  He  laid ;  but,  O  lad  Mule  ! 
Can  all  thy  moving  energy  of  pow'r  305 

To  Ihake  the  heart,  to  freeze  th'  arrefted  blood, 
With  words  tiiat  weep  and  ftrains  that  agonize  ; 
C3n  all  this  mournful  m.agic  of  the  voice  308^ 

Tell  what  Amyntor  feels\?  *'  O  Heav'n  I  art  thou — 
*'  What  have  I  heard  ? — Aurelius  !  art  thou  he  r — 
**  Confuficn  !  honor  1 — that  moft  wrong'd  of  men  1 
*'  And,  O  moll  wretched  too!  alas  !  no  more, 
*'  No  more  a  father — on  that  fatal  flood 
*'  Thv  Theodora" — At  thefe  words  he  fell  j 
A  deadly  cold  ran  freezing  thro'  his  veins,  315 

And  life  was  on  the  wing  her  loath'd  abode 
For  ever  to  foriake.     As  on  his  way 
The  traveller,  from  heav'n  by  lightning  ftnick. 
Is  fix'd  at  once  immovable,  his  eye 
With  tenor  glaring  wild,  his  ftiif 'ning  limbs  320 

In  fudden  marble  bound ;  lb  ftood,  lb  locked, 
The  heart-linote  parent  at  this  tale  of  death, 
Kalf-utter'd,  yet  too  plain.    No  fign  to  rile, 
No  tear  had  force  to  flow  5  his  fenies  all. 
Thro'  all  their  pow'rs,  iliipended,  and  fubdu'd        325 
To  chill  amazement.  Silence  for  a  fpace — 
Such  difmal  filence  faddens  earth  and  flcy 
F.re  firil  the  thunder  breaks — on  cither  fide 
Fili'd  up  this  interval  levere.    At  laft. 
As  from  fome  vifion  that  to  frenzy  fires  330 

The  fleeper's  brain,  Am.yntor  waking  wild, 
A  poniard,  hid  beneath  his  various  robe, 
Drew  furious  forth — "  Me,  me,"  he  cry'd,  "  on  me 
*'  Let  all  thy  wrongs  be  vifited,  and  thus 
*'  My  horrors  end" — then  madly  would  have  plung'd 
The  v.rapon's  hoftile  point. — His  lifted  aiTn  336 

Aurel.us,  the'  with  deep  difinay,  and  dread. 
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And  anguiih  (hook,  yet  his  lupeiior  foul 
Collefting,  and  reluming  all  himlelf, 
Seiz'd  fudden ;  then  pemfing  with  itri6l  eye  340 

And  beating  heart  Amyntor's  blooming  form, 
Nor  from  his  air  or  feature  gathering  aught 
To  wake  remembrance,  thus  at  length  befpoke  : 

"  O  dire  attempt !  whoe'er  thou  art,  yet  Hay 
*'  Thy  hand  felt-violent,  nor  thus  to  guilt,  34.5 

*'  If  guilt  is  thine,  accumulating  add 
*'  A  crime  that  nature  fhrinks  from,  and  to  which 
*'  Heav'n  has  indulged  no  mercy.  Sovereign  Judge ! 
*'  Shall  man  firft  violate  the  law  divine, 
*'  That  placed  him  here  dependent  on  thy  nod,         350 
''  Refign'd,  unmurmuring,  to  await  his  hour 
*'  Of  fair  difmiffion  hence  j  Ihall  man  do  this, 
*'  Then  dare  thy  prefence,  rufh  into  thy  hght, 
*'  Red  with  the  fm  and  recent  from  the  ftain 
"  Ofunrepented  blood  ?  Call  home  thy  fenle  ;  355 

"  Know  what  thou  art,  and  own  his  hand  moft  juft 
*'  Rewarding  or  afflifting — But  fay  on; 
*'  My  foul,  yet  trembling  at  thy  frantic  deed, 
*'  Recals  thy  words,  recals  their  dire  import : 
**  They  urge  me  on,  they  bid  me  afk  no  more —        360 
*'  What  would  I  aik  ?  my  Theodora's  fate, 
*'  Ah  me !  is  known  too  plain.    Have  I  then  fmn'd, 
*'  Good  Heav-n !  beyond  all  grace — But  lliail  I  blame 
*'  His  rage  of  grief,  and  in  myielf  admit 
♦'  Its  wild  excels  ?  Heav'n  gave  her  to  my  wifh;       365 
"  That  gift  Heav'n  has  refum'd  5  righteous  in  both  : 
*'  For  both  his  providence  be  ever  blei's'd  !" 

By  (hame  reprefs'd,  with  rifmg  wonder  fiU'd, 
Amyntor,  flow-recov'ring  into  thought, 
Subraidive  on  his  knee  the  good  man's  hand  370 

Grafp'd  clofe,  and  bore  with  ardour  to  his  lips : 
His  eye,  where  fear,  confufion,  rev'rence,  lpoK.e 
Thro'  fwelling  tears,  what  language  cannot  tell. 
Now  rofe  to  meet,  now  fhunn'd  the  Hermit's  glance. 
Shot  awful  at  him,  till  the  various  fwell  375 

Of  paflion  ebbing,  thus  he  falt'ring  fpoke  : 
*'  What  hall  thou  done  ?  why  fav'd  a  wretch  unknown  ? 
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**  Whom  knowing  ev'n  thy  goodnefs  muft  abhor. 
*'  Milbken  man  !  the  honour  of  thy  naaie, 
**  Thy  love,  truth,  duty,  all  mull  be  my  foes,         380 
*'  I  am — Aurelius  !  turn  that  look  afide, 
*'  Thai  brow  of  terror,  while  this  wretch  can  fay, 
"  Abhorrent  fay,  he  is — Forgive  me  Heav'n  ! 
*'  Forgive  me.  Virtue  !  if  I  would  renounce 
*'  Whom  nature  bids  me  reverence — by  her  bond     385 
*'  Rolando's  fon  5  by  your  more  lacred  ties, 
*'  As  to  his  crimes  an  alien  to  his  blood  j 

*'  For  crimes  like  his '" 

"  Rolando's  for; !  Juft  Heav'n  ! 

**  Ha  !  here  ?  and  in  my  pow'r  ?  a  war  of  thoughts,  390 

*'  All  terrible  arifmg,  (hakes  my  frame 

**  With  doubtful  confli6l.    By  one  Itroke  to  reach 

**  The  father's  heart,  tho'  feas  are  fpread  between, 

**  Were  great  revenge !— Away !  revenge  ?  on  whom  ? 

<'  Alas  !  on  my  own  Ibul ;  by  rage  betray'd  395 

*'  Ev'n  to  the  crime  my  reafon  moft  condemns 

"  In  him  who  niin'd  me/'   Deep-mov'd  he  fpoke, 

And  his  own  poniard  o'er  the  proftrate  yo\ith 

Sufpended  held  ;  but  as  the  welcome  blow, 

With  armsditplay'd,  Amyntor  feem'd  to  court,     400 

Behold  in  fudden  confluence  gath'ring  round 

Tlie  natives  ftocd,  whom  kindneis  hither  drew 

The  man  unknown  with  each  relieving  aid 

Of  love  and  care,  as  ancient  rights  ordain, 

To  liiccour  and  to  lerve.     Beiore  them  cairie  405 

Montano,  venerable  fage !  whole  head 

The  hand  of  Time  with  twenty  winters'  fnow 

Had  fliow'r'd,  and  to  whole  intelleilual  eye 

Fut\n-ity,  behind  her  cloudy  veil. 

Stands  in  fair  light  dilclos'd.     Him,  after  paufe,     410 

Aurelius  drew  apart,  and  in  his  care 

Amyntor  plac'd,  to  lodge  him  and  lecure ; 

To  lave  him  from  himielf,  as  one  with  grief 

Tempeftuous,  and  with  rage  diftemper'd  deep: 

This  done,  nor  waiting  for  reply,  alone 

He  ibught  the  vale,  and  his  cakn  cottage  gaia'd.     416 
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CAx\TO  III. 

Where  Kilda's  fbuthern  hills  their  fummlt  lift 

With  triple  fork  to  heav'n,  the  mounted  fun 

Full,  from  the  midmoft,  fhot  in  dazzling  ftream 

Ris  noon-tide  ray :  and  now,  in  lowing  train. 

Were  feen  flow-pacing  weftward  o'er  the  vale  5 

The  milky  mothers,  toot  purfuing  foot, 

And  nodding  as  they  move,  their  oozy  meal, 

The  bitter  healthful  herbage  of  the  fliore. 

Around  its  rocks  to  graze  *  ;  lor,  llrange  to  tell  I 

The  hour  of  ebb,  tho'  ever  varying  found,  10 

As  yon'  pale  planet  wheels  from  day  to  day 

Her  courie  inconftant,  their  lure  inllind  feels. 

Intelligent  of  times,  by  Heaven's  own  hand. 

To  all  its  creatures  equal  in  its  care. 

Unerring  mov'd.     Thefe  figns  obfeiT'd,  that  guide  1 5 

To  labour  and  repofe  a  fimple  race, 

Thele  native  figns  to  due  repaft  at  noon, 

Fiiigal  and  plain,  had  warn'd  the  temperate  ifie. 

All  but  Aureilus :  he,  unhappy  man ! 

By  Nature's  voice  folicited  in  vain,  so 

Nor  hour  obferv'd,  nor  due  repall  partook. 

The  child  Romore!  the  mother's  fate  untold! 

Both  in  black  profpe6l  rlfmg  to  his  eye — 

^Twas'  anguifh  there }    'twas  here  dillrafting  doubt ! 

Yet  after  long  and  painful  confli6l  borne,  25 

Where  nature,  reafon,  oft"  the  doubtful  Icale 

Inclln'd  alternate,  fummoning  each  aivi 

T.hau  virtue  knds,  and  o'er  each  thought  Infirm 

Superior  rifing,  in  the  might  of  him 

Who  ftrength  ixom  weaknels,  as  from dai'knefs  light ,   30 

Omnipotent  can  draw,  again  refign'd, 

Again  he  facrific'd  to  Ikav'n's  high  will 

Each  foothing  weaknefs  of  a  parent's  breaft, 

The  figh  Ibft  mem' ry  prompts,  the  tender  tear^ 

That  Itrearaing  o'er  an  obje^l  lov'd  and  lolt  *?  5 

«  The  C0W5  o'ten  feed  on  the  al^a  <Karina,  and  they  can  c!iftin£"irt\  ex^Hiy 
the  tide  of  ebb  from  the  ti -e  ot  uc(-;c,  tlious;:,  at  th,  ianie  tiint,  z'lty  -..ra 
«<it  within  view  of  the  ftiore.  When  tne  ti:ie  has  ebbea  about  t  vo  hours, 
then  they  fteer  their  courie  direftly  to  the  nearefr  fhr.r.,  in  tiieir  ufa^.l  cr-;e: , 
«ne  af^sr  another.  I  had  occaficn  to  make  this  o-lervation  thirteen  Uiues 
«.  6ne  week.    Martin's  ffejiern  Jftes  of  Scriland,  p.  1 56. 
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With  mournful  magic  tortures  and  delights. 
Relieves  us  while  its  fweet  oppreilion  Iccids, 
And  by  admitting  blunts  the  fting  of  woe. 

As  reafcn  thus  the  mental  ftorm  ieren'd, 
And  thro'  the  darknefs  fhot  her  fun-bright  ray,         40 
That  ftrengthens  while  it  cheers,  behold  from  far 
Amyntor  flow  apprgaching  !  on  his  front 
O'er  each  funk  feature  forrow  had  diiFus'd 
Attra61:ion  fweetly  lad  :  his  noble  port, 
Majeflic  in  diftiefs,  Aurelius  mark'd,  45 

And,  unrefifting,  felt  his  bolbm  flow 
With  Ibcial  foftnefs.     Straight  before  the  door 
Of  his  mofs-filver'd  cell  they  iat  them  down 
In  counterview  5  and  thus  the  youth  began  : 

*'  With  patient  ear,  with  calm  attention,  m.aik     50 
**  Amyntor's  ftory  j  then,  as  Juftice  fees, 
**  On  either  hand  her  equal  balance  weigh, 
*  'Abfclve  him  or  condemn— But,  oh,!  may  I 
*'A  father's  name,  when  truth  forbids  topraife, 
*'Unblam'd  pronounce  ?  that  name  toev'ry  fon         55 
**By  Heav'n  made  lacred,  and  by  N-iture's  hand, 
*'  With  honour,  duty,  love,  her  tz'iple  pale, 
*'  Fenc'd  ftrongly  round,  to  bar  the  rude  approach 
*'  Of  each  irrev'rent  thought. — Theieeyes,  alas! 
**  The  curs'd  effefts  of  languinary  zeal  60 

*'  Too  near  beheld,   its  madneis  how  extreme, 
**  How  blind  its  fury,  by  the  prompting  prieft, 
*<  Each  tyrant's  ready  inftrurnent  of  ill, 
*'  Train'd  en  to  holy  mil'chief :  fcene  abhorr'd  I 
**  Fell  Crutf.y  let  Icole  in  Mercy's  nam.e  ;  65 

"  Intcierance,  while  o'er  the  free-born  mind 
**  Her  heaviefi:  chahis  were  cait,  her  iron  icourge 
*'  Severed  hung,  yet  daring  to  appeal 
**  That  Povi''r  whofe  law  is  meeknei's,  and  for  deeds 
*'■  That  outrage  heav'n  belying  Heav'n's  command. 

*'  Fiexile  of  will,  misjudging,  tho'  fmcere  71 

**  Rolando  caught  the  fpread  infeftion,  plung'd 
**  Implicit  into  guilt,  and  head-long  urg'd 
**  His  courle  unjuft  to  violence  and  rage  j 
**  Unmanly  rage  j  when  nor  the  charm  divine  75 
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*'  Of  beauty,  nor  the  matron's  iacred  age, 

*'  Secure  from  wrongs  cculd  innocence  lecure, 

"  Found  reverence  or  dlilin^lion  :  yet,  luftaiuM 

*'  Byconlcious  worth  wichm,  the  matchlei's  pah* 

*' Their  threatening  fate,  impriibnment,  and  icorn, 

'' And  death denounc'd,  unlhrinking,  uniubdu'd     Si 

"  To  munnur  or  complaint,  iuperior  bore, 

*'  With  patient  hope,  with  fortitfide  reiignM, 

*'  Not  built  en  pride,  not  courting  vain  applaule  ; 

*'  But  calmly  conltant,  without  effort  great,  85 

*'  What  realbn  diftates,  and  what  Heav'n  approves.     • 

"  But  how  proceed,  Aurelius  ?  in  what  founds 
*'  Of  gi'acious  cadence,  of  aiTualive  pow'r, 
"  My  further  flory  clothe  ?  O  could  I  Ileal 
*'  From  Hannony  her  lb fteft- warbled  ftrain  50 

*'  Of  melting  air,  or  Zephyr's  vernal  voice, 
*'  Or  Philomela's  fong,  when  love  diffolves 
*''  To  liquid  blandifhment  his  ev'ning  lay, 
*'  All  nature  fmiling  round  !  then  might  I  Ipeak  j 
'*  Then  might  Amy ntor,  unoffending,   tell  95 

*'  Hov/  unperceiv'd  and  fecvet  thro'  his  breafl:, 
*'  As  morning  rifes  o'er  the  midnight  Ihade, 
*'  What  firit  was  ow'd  humanity  to  botli, 
"  AfTilling  piety  and  tender  thought, 
*'  Grew  iwift  and  filent  into  love  for  one  ;  100 

"  My  Ible  otfence— if  love  can  then  offend 
"  When  virtue  lights  and  rev'rcnce  guards  Its  flame. 

"  O  Theodora  !   who  thy  world  of  charais, 
*'  That  foul  of  fweetnefs,  that  loft  glow  of  youth, 
"  Wai-m  on  thy  cheek,  and  beaming  from  thine  eye, 
*'  Unmov'd  could  lee?  that  dignity  of  eate,  106 

"  That  grace  of  air,  by  happy  natui^e  thine  ! 
'*  For  all  In  thee  was  native  ?  from  within 
**  Spontaneous  flowing,  as  fome  equal  itrtam 
**  From  its  unfailing  lource  !  and  then,  too,  i\^en     no 
**  In  milder  lights  j  by  forrow's  fliading  hand 
*'  Touch'd  into  pow'rmore  exquiiitely  loft, 
**  By  tears  adorn'd,  intender'd  by  dillrels. 
"  O  fweetnefs  without  n;;me  !  when  Love  looks  on 
'*  With  Pity's  melting  eye,  that  to  the  foul  1 1 5 

H 
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**  Endears,  ennobles,  herwhom  Fate  afflicts, 
*'  Or  Fortune  leaves  unhappy  !  palTion  then 
"  Refines  to  virtue  ;  then  a  purer  train 
*'  Of  heav'n-lnfpir'd  emotions,  uiidebas'd 
"  By  lelf-regard,  or  thought  of  due  return,  izo 

*'  The  breaii  expanding,  all  its  powers  exalt 
*'  To  emulate  what  reaibn  beft  conceives 
**  Of  love  celeftial,  vvhofe  prevenient  aid 
*'  Forbids  approaching  ill,  or  gracious  draws, 
*'  When  the  lone  heart  with  anguifh  inly  bleeds,       125 
*'  From  pain  its  fting,  its  bitternefs  from  woe  1 
"  By  this  plain  courtfliip  of  the  honeft  heart 
"  To  pity  mov'd,  at  length  my  pleaded  vows 
*'  The  gentle  maid  with  unreluftant  ear,  129 

*"'  Woul'd  oft'  admit  J  would  oft'  endearing  crown 
'*  With  fmiiej  of  kind  affent,  with  looks  that  fpoke, 
*'  In  blulhing  ibftnels,  her  chafte  bofom  touch'd 
*'  To  mutual  love.    O  Fortune's  faireft  hour! 
'*  O  Cctn,  but  not  enjoy'd;  juft  hail'd  and  loft 
*'  Its  flatt'ring  brightnefs  !  Theodora's  form,         i  30 
"  Event  unfear'd  !  had  caught  Rolando's  eye  ; 
*/  And  love,  if  wild  Defire,  of  Fancy  born, 
**  By  fraious  paffions  nurs'd,  that  facred  nam^e 
*'  Profanes  not  ;  love  his  ftubbornbreaft  diiTolv'd 
"  To  tranfientgoodnefs.  But  my  thought  (brinks  back, 
**  Relu6lant  to  proceed  ;  and  filial  awe,  14.1 

'*  With  pious  hand,  would  o'er  a  parent's  crime 
**  The  veil  of  filence  and  oblivious  night 
*'  Permitted  throw.     His  im.pious  fuit  repell'd, 
*'  Aw'd  from  her  eye,  and  from  her  lip  fevere    ,      .14.5 
**  Da{h'd  with  indignant  fcorn  each  hax-bour'd  thought 
*'  Of  foft  emotion  or  of  fecial  fenfe, 
**  Love,  pity,  kindnefs,  alien  to  a  foul 
*'  That  bigot  rage  imbofoms,  fled  at  once, 
**  And  all  the  favage  reafllim'd  his  breaft.  15c 

**  *  'Tis  juft,'  he  cry'd  5  '  who  thus  invites  difdain, 
**  Defcrves  repulfe  ;  he  who,  by  flave-like  arts, 
"   Wouln  meanly  fteal  wha,t  force  may  nobler  take, 
*' And,  greatly  daring,  dignify  the  deed.  154 

f*  When  next  we  meet,  our  mutua}  blulh  to  fpare, 
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**  Thine  from  dilTerabling,  from  bale  flattery  mine, 
*'  Shall  be  my  care.'     This  threat,  by  bi-utal  fcorn 
^'  Keen'd  and  imbitter'd,  terrible  to  both, 
*'  To  one  prov'd  fatal.     Silent-wafting  grief, 
*'  The  mortal  wonn  that  on  Emilia's  frame  160 

*'  Had  prey'd  unleen,  now  deep  thro'  ail  her  pow'is 
*'  Its  poifon  fpread,  and  kill'd  their  vital  growth. 
*'  Sick'ning,  llie  funic  beneath  this  double  weight 
"  Of  fhame  and  horror. — Dare  I  yet  proceed  f 
*'  Aurelius  !  O  moft  Injur' d  of  mankind  !  165 

'*  Shall  yet  my  tale,  exafperating,  add 
*'  To  woe  newanguilli  ?  and  to  grief  defpair— 
*'  She  is  no  more—" 
*'  O  Providence  levere  !" 

Aurelius  fmote  his  breaft,  and  groaning  cr}''dj        170 
But  curb'd  a  fecond  groan,  repelPd  the  voice 
Of  froward  grief,  and  to  the  Will  fupremc. 
In  juftice  awful,  lowly  bending  his, 
Nor  figh,  nor  munmir,  nor  repining  plaint, 
By  all  the  war  of  nature  tho'  alfail'd,  175 

Efcap'd    his  lips.     *'  What !    fliall  we  from  Pleav'n's 
*•  With  life-receiving  happinefs,  ourlhare         [grace 
*'  Of  ill  refufe  ?  and  are  aliiiftions  aught 
*'  But  mercies  in  difguife  ?  th'  alternate  cup, 
*'  Medicinal  tho'  bitter,  and  prepar'd  iSo 

**  By  Love's  own  hand  for  falutary  ends. 
"But  were  they  ills  indeed,  can  fond  Complaint 
*'  Arreft  the  wing  of  Thme  ?  Can  Grief  command 
"  This  noon-day  fun  to  roll  his  flaming  orb 
**  Back  to  yon'  eaftern  coaft,  and  bring  again  185 

*'  The  hours  of  yefterday  ?  or  from  the  womb 
*'  Of  that  unfounded  deep  the  buiy'd  corfe 
*'  To  light  and  life  reftore  ?  Ble.s'd  Pair  !  farewel ! 
*•  Yet,  yet  a  few  fhort  days  of  erring  grief, 
*'  Of  human  fondncfs  fighing  in  the  breaft,  190 

*'  And  forrow  is  no  more.     Now,  gentle  Youth  ! 
"  And  ler  me  call  thee  Son,  (for,  O  !  that  nam.e 
**  Thy  faith,  thy  friendfKip,  thy  true  portion  borne 
V  Of  pains  for  me  too  fadly  have  deferv'd) 
*'  On  with  thy  tale  :  'tis  mine  when  heav'n  afHI<5ls 
H  2 
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*'  To  heiiken  and  adore."     The  patient  man         156 
Thus  Ipoke;  Amyntor  thus  his  ftoiy  clos\l : 
*'  As  dumb  with  anguifh  round  the  bed  of  death 
"  Weeping  we  knelt,  to  mine  flie  faintly  raised 
*'  Her  clofing  eyes,  then  fixing,  in  cold  gaze,         200 
'*  On  Theodora's  face—*  O  lave  my  child !' 
**  She  laid;  and,  fhrinking  from  her  pillow,  fiept 
*'  Without  a  groan,  a  pang.     In  hailow'd  earth, 
**'  I  law  her  fhrouded;  bade  eternal  peace 
*^  Her  (hade  receive,  and  with  the  truell  tears  205 

*'  AfFe6lion  ever  wept  her  dull  bedew'd. 
*'  W^hat  then  remained  for  honour  or  for  love  ? 
*'  What,  but  that  icene  of  violence  to  fly, 
*'  With  guilt  profanM,  and  terrible  with  death, 
*'  Rolando's  fatal  roof.     Late  at  the  hour,  210 

*'    When  fnade  and  fdence  o'er  this  nether  orb 
**  With  drowfieft  influence  reign,  the  waining  moon 
**  Afcending  mournful  in  the  midnight  Iphere, 
*'  On  tiiat  drear  Ipot  within  whole  cavern'd  womb 
**  Emilia  fleeps,  and  by  the  turf  that  veils  215 

*'  Her  honour'd  clay,  alone  and  kneeling  there 
*'  I  found  my  ThroJora  !  thrill'd  with  awe, 
*'  With  facred  terror,  which  the  time,   the  plcLce 
*'  Pour'd  on  us,  Ikdly  fokmn,  I  too  bent  2  j  9 

**  My  trembling  knee,  and  lock'd  in  her's  my  hand 
**Acrofs  her  parent's  grave.     By  this  dread  Icene 
*'  By  night's  pale  regent  !  by  yon'  glorious  train 
*'  Of  ever-moving  fires  that  round  her  burn  ! 
*■  By  Death's  da'i-k  em  ire  !    by  the  fheeted  duft 
*'  That  once  was  man,  now  mould'ring  here  below  ! 
*'  But  chief  by  her's,  at  whol'e  no6lurnal  tomb       226 
*'  Rev'rent  we  kneel!  and  by  her  nobler  part, 
*'  Th'  unbody'd  I'pirit  hov'ring  near,  perhaps 
*'  As  witnefs  to  our  vows  !  nor  time,  nor  chance, 
*'  Nor  aught  but  Death's  inevitable  hand,  230 

"  Shall  e'er  divide  our  loves.- -I  led  her  thence, 
*•'  To  where,  fafe  ftation'd  in  a  lecret  bay, 
*'  Rough  of  delcent,  and  brown  with  pendant  pines 
*'  That  m.urmur'd  to  the  gale,  our  bai'k  was  moor'd. 
''  We  faii'd--But,  O  my  father!  can  I  Ipeak         235 
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**  What  yet  remains  ?  yon'  ocean,  black  with  ftorm  ! 
**  Its  ufeleis  fails  rent  from  the  groaning  pine ! 
*'  The  Ipeechlels  crew  aghall !  and  that  loft  fair ! 
"  Still,  if  ill  I  fee  her  !  feel  her  heart  pant  thick  ! 
*'  And  hear  her  voice,  in  ardent  vows  to  Heav'n      240 
*'  For  me  alone  preferred  5  as  o~n  my  ami 
*'  Expiring,  finking,  with  her  fears  fhe  hung! 
*'  I  kils'd  her  pale  cold  cheek  !  with  tears  adjur'd, 
*'  And  won  at  laft  with  liims  of  profFerM  gold, 
*'  The  boldeft  mariners  this  precious  charge  24.5 

**  Inftant  to  fave,  and  in  the  ikiiF  fecur'd, 
**  Their  oars  acrofs  the  foamy  flood  to  ply 
**  With  unremitt  ng  arm.     I  then  prepared 
**  To  follow  her-— That  moment  from  the  deck 
«'  A  fea  fweird  o'er,  and  plung'd  me  in  the  gulf  j    250 
*'  Nor  me  alone  ;  its  broad  and  billowing  fwecip 
*'  Muft  have  involved  her  too.     Myllerious  Heav'n  ! 
"  My  fatal  love  on  her  devoted  head 
"  Drew  down— it  muft  be  lb  !  the  judgment  due 
*'  Tome  and  mine  ;  or  was  Amyntor  fav'd,  255 

*'  For  its  whole  quiver  of  remaining  wrath  ? 
*'  For  ftornio  more  fierce  ?  for  pains  of  fliarper  (ling  ? 
«^  And  years  of  death  to  come  ?"— -Nor  further  voice 
Nor  flowing  tear  his  high -wrought  grief  fupplyM  j 
With  arms  outfpread,  with  eyes  in  hopelefs  gaze     260 
To  heav'ntiplifted,  motionlefs  and  mute 
Heftood,  the  mournful  fembiance  ofDefpair. 

The  lamp  of  day,  tho'  from  mid-noon  declirfd. 
Still  flaming  with  full  ardour,  fliot  on  earth 
Oppreflive  brightnefs  round,  till  in  foft  fteam,          265 
From  Ocean's  bofom  his  light  vapours  drawn, 
With  grateful  intervention  o'er  the  Iky 
Their  veil  diftufive  fpread,  the  fcene  abroad 
Soft-fhadowing  vale  and  plain  and  daz? ling  hill, 
Aurelius  with  his  guefl  the  weftern  cliff  270 

Afcen  ling  flow,  beneath  its  marble  roof. 
From  whence  in  double  llream  a  lucid  fource 
Roil'd  founding  forth,  and  v/here  vv'ith  dewy  wing 
Frefli  breezes  play'd,  fought  refuge  and  repofe, 
Tiii  cooler  hours  arife.     The  lubjeclifle  275 

-H  3 
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Her  village  capital,  where  Health  and  Peace 

Are  tutelary  gods,  her  fmall  domain 

Of  ara.ble  and  pafture,  vein'd  with  llreams 

That  branching  bear  refrelhful  moifture  on 

To  field  and  mead  :  her  ftraw-roof 'd  temple  rood,    280 

Where  Piety,  not  Pride,  adoring  kneeio, 

Lay  full  in  view :  from  fcene  to  Icene  around 

Aurellus  gazM,  and,  fighing,  thus  began : 

"  Not  we  aJone  ;  alas  !  in  ev'ry  clinie 
*'  The  liuman  race  are  ions  of  fbirow  born  j  285 

**  Heirs  of  tranlinitted  labour  and  difeafe, 
"  Of  pain  and  grief,  from  fire  to  fon  deriv'd, 
*'  All  have  their  mournful  portion  ;  all  mult  bear 
"  Th'  imposM  condition  of  their  mortal  Ifate, 
*•' Vic"l]ltude  of  fufF'ring.     Caft  thine  eye  250 

"  Where  yonder  vale,  Amyntor,  floping  fpreads 
*'  Full  to  the  noon-tide  beam  its  primrofe  lap, 
"  From  henc'  due  eaft."     Amyntor  looked,  and  faw, 
Not  without  wonder  at  a  fight  fo  ftrange, 
Where  tluice  three  females, earnelf  each  and  arm'd  295 
With  rural  indruments,  the  foil  prepared 
For  future  harveft.     Thefe  tlie  trenchant  fpade, 
To  turn  the  mould  and  break  th'  adhefive  clods, 
Emplov'd  afiTiduous  ;  thofe,  with  equal  pace, 
And  ai-m  alternate,  itrew'd  its  frefii  lap  white  300 

With  fruitful  Ceres  j  while,  in  train  behind, 
Three  more  th'  incumbent  harrov/  heavy  on 
O'er-labourM  drew,  andclos'd  the  toillbme  tail;. 

*'  Behold  !"  Aurelius  thus  his  fpeech  renewM, 
"  From  that  foft  fex,  too  delicately  framVl,  305 

*'  For  toils  like  thefe,  the  tafk  of  rougher  man, 
"  What  yet  neceflity  demands  fevere. 
"  Twelve  llins  have  purpled  thefe  encircling  hills 
"  With  orient  beams,  as  many  nights  along 
**  Their  dewy  fumraits  drawn  th'  alternate  veil       310 
**  Of  darknefs,  finre,  in  unpropitious  hour, 
**  The  hulbands  of  thofe  widowM  mates,  who  now 
'•  For  both  muft  labour,  lanch'd,  in  queft  of  food, 
*•  Their  iiland-fkift  advenfrous  en  the  deep  : 
*'  Tiicm,  while  the  fweeping  net  fecure  they  plung'd 
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*'  The  finny  race  to  ihaie,  whole  fcodiul  ihcals       316 
**  Each  creek  and  bay  innumerable  crowd, 
"  As  annual  on  from  fhore  to  fliore  they  move 
"  In  wat'iy  caravan  j  thtm,  thus  intent, 
"  Dark  from  the  Ibuth  a  guft  of  furious  wing,          32* 
**  Upipringing,  drove  to  lea,  and  left  in  tears 
"  This  little  world  of  brothers  and  of  friends  ! 
**  But  when,  at  evening  hour,  disjoinied  planks, 
*'  Eorne  on  the  furging  tide,  and  broken  oars, 
"  To  fight,  with  fatal  certainty,  reveaPd  325 

*'  The  wreck  before  funnis'd,  one  gen'ral  groan 
"  To  heav'n  afcending,  Ipoke  the  general  breaft 
"  With  fharpell  anguiili  piercM.  Their  cealelefs  plaint, 
**  Thro'  the  hoarfe  rocks  on  this  rcfounding  ihore, 
"  At  raorn  was  heard  •  at  midnight,  too,  were  ieen, 
*'  Difconlblate  on  each  chill  mountain's  height         331 
*'  Tlie  mourners  fpread,  exploring  land  and  fea 
*'  With  eager  gaze — till  from  yon'  leifer  ifle, 
"  Yon'  round  of  mofs-clad  hills,  Borcra  nam'd — 
"  Full  north,  behold  !  above  the  foaring  lark  335 

*'  Its  dizzy  cliffs  aipire,  hung  round  and  vi-hite 
*'  V/ith  curling  milts — at  lalf  from  yon'  hoary  hills, 
*'  Inflaming  the  brown  air  with  Hidden  blaze 
"  And  ruddy  undulation,  thrice  tlnee  fires, 
*'  Like  meteors  wa/ing  in  a  moonleis  ficy,  340 

<*  Our  eyes,  yet  unbelieving,  law  diilin<5f , 
"  Succtffive  kindled,  and  from  night  to  night 
*'  Renew'd  continues.  Joy,  with  wild  excels, 
*'  Took  her  gay  turn  to  reign  5  and  Nature  now 
*'  From  rapture  weptj  yet  ever  and  anon  345 

'*  By  iad  conjefture  damp'd,  and  anxious  thought 
*'  How  trom  yon'  rocky  priibn  to  releafe 
"  Whom  the  deep  lea  immures  (their  only  boat 
*'  Deftroy'd)  and  whom  th'  inevitable  fiege 
*'  Of  hunger  muft  affault :  but  hope  fuftains  350 

*'  The  human  heart ;  andnvow  their  faithful  wives, 
"  With  love-taught  ikill  and  vigor  not  their  own, 
*'  On  yonder  field  the  autumnal  year  prepare.*." 

♦  The  Author  who  rehtes  this  ftory  adds,  that  the  produce  of  grain,  that 
feafon,  v.-as  the  moft  plentiful  they  had  fecn  tor  ir.any  years  before  Vid"! 
Marthi's  Dejcriptkn  of  the  IVeftern  Jfes  of  Satland.  p.  i.t6. 
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Amyntor,  who  the  tale  diftrefsful  heard 
With  iympathizing  forrow,  on  himlelf,  355 

On  his  I'everer  fate,  now  pond'ring  deep. 
Rapt  by  lad  thought  the  hill  unheeding  left, 
And  reachM,  with  Iwervang  ifep,  the  diftant  ftrand. 
Above,  around,  in  cloudy  circles  wheeled, 
Or  failing  level  on  the  polar  gale  360 

That  cool  with  ev'ning  role,  a  thoufand  wings, 
The  fummer  nations  of  thele  pregn:^nt  cliffs, 
Play'd  fportive  round,  and  to  the  iiin  ou::ipread 
Their  various  plumage,  or  in  wild  notes  hail'd 
His  parent-beam  that  animates  and  cheers  365 

All  living  kinds  :  he  glorious  from  amidft 
A  pomp  of  golden  clouds,  tlV  Atlantic  flood 
Beiield  oblique,  and  o'er  its  azure  breaft 
WavM  on  unbounded  blulh  ;  a  fcene  to  ftrike 
Both  ear  and  eye  with  wonder  and  delight !  370 

But,  loft  tc  outward  fenfe,  Amyntor  pafs'd 
Regardlels  on,  thro'  other  walks  convey'd 
Of  baleful  prorpe61:,  which  pale  Fancy  rals'd 
InceflTant  to  herf^lf,  and  fabled  o'er 
With  .larkeft  nigh*-,  meet  region  for  defpair !  375 

Till  northward,  where  the  rock  its  fea-wafh'd  bafe 
Projects  athwart  and  Ihuts  the  bounded  fcene. 
Rounding  its  point,  he  rais'd  his  eyes  and  law, 
At  dillance  faw,  defcending  on  the  fhore. 
Forth  from  their  anchor'd  boat,  of  men  unknown     380 
A  double  band,  who  by  their  geftures  fti'ange 
There  fix'd  with  wond'ring  5  for  at  once  they  knelt 
With  hands  upheld  j  at  once  to  heav'n,  as  leem'd 
O ne -gen" ral  hymn  pour'd  forth  of  vocal  prailej 
Then  llowly  riung,  forward  mov'd  their  fteps :  385 

Slow  as  they  mov'd,  behold  !  amid  the  train. 
On  either  fule  fupported,  onward  came 
Pale,  and  of  piteous  look,  a  penfive  maid. 
As  one  by  wafting  ficknefs  fore  aflfail'd, 
Or  plung'd  in  grief  profound--*'  Oh  !  all  ve  Pcw'rs !" 
Amyntor,  ftarting,  ciy'd,  and  lliot  his  Ibul  391 

In  rapid  glance  before  him  on  her  face : 
-*  Illuhon  !  no — it  cannoi  be.  My  blood 
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"  Runs  cliill  \  my  feet  are  rooted  here — and,  fee ! 
"  To  mock  my  hopes,  it  wears  her  gracious  form.   395 
"  The  ipiriis  who  this  ocean  wafte  and  wild 
"  Stiil  hover  round,  or  walk  thefe  iiles  unleen, 
*'  Preienting  oft'  in  piftur'd  viUon  Grange 
*'  The  dead  or  abient,  have  yon'  fhape  adorn'd, 
*'  So  like  my  love,  of  unlubftantial  air,  400 

"  Embodv''d,  featured,  it  with  all  herchaiTas — 
"  And,  lo !  behold  !  its  eyes  are  fix'd  on  mine 
'•'  With  gaze  tranlported —  Ha  !  fhe  faints,  fhe  falls  V 
He  ran,  he  flew  ;  his  clafping  armt,  recciv'd 
Her  finking  weight--"  O  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  !      405 
*'  'Tis  Ibe  !  'tis  Theodora!  Pov/'r  divine, 
*•'  Whole  goodnefs  knows  no  bound,  thy  hand  is  here, 
*'  Omnipotent  in  mercy  !""  As  he  ipoke, 
Adownhis  cheek,  thro'  Ihiv'ring  joy  and  doubt, 
The  tear  fait- falling  ftream'd.    "  My  love!  my  life  ! 
"  Soul  of  my  wiflies  !  fav'd  beyond  all  faith  !  41 1 

*'  Return  to  life  and  me.  O  fly,  my  friends, 
*'  Fly,  and  from  yon'  ti-anflucent  fountain  bring 
*•  The  living  ftream..  Thou  dearer  to  my  foul 
**  T'han  all  the  lumlefs  wealth  this  fea  entombs,       41 5 
*•'  My  Theodora  !  yet  awake  :  'tis  I, 
"  'lis  poor  Amyntor  calls  thee  !"  At  that  name, 
Tb.at  potent  name,  her  fpirit  from  the  verge 
Of  death  recaird,  flie,  trembling,  rais'd  her  eyes  ; 
Trt-mbling,  his  neck  with  eager  grafp  entwin'd,       423 
And  munnur'd  cut  his  name,  then  lunk  again  j 
Then  j'woon'd  upon  his  bclbm  thro'  excels 
Of  blifs  unbop'd,  too  mighty  for  her  frame. 
The  rofebud  thus,  that  to  the  beam  ferene 
Of  morning  glad  unfolds  her  tender  charms,  425 

Shrinks  and  expires  beneath  the  noon-day  blaze. 
Moments  of  dread  fufpenfe — but  loon  to  ceafe  ! 
For  no  v%r  while  on  her  face  thele  men  imknown 
The  ftream,  with  cold  afperflon,  buly  cait. 
His  eyes  behold,  with  wonder  and  amaze,  4.J0 

Behold  in  them — his  friends !  th'  advent'rous  few, 
Who  bore  her  to  the  ikiff !  whofe  daring  flcill 
Had  fav'd  her  from  the  deep  !  As  o'er  her  cheek 
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Rekindling  life,  like  morn,  its  light  diffused 

in  dawning  purple,  from  their  lips  he  learn'd  43  < 

How  to  yon'  ille,  yon'  round  of  mol's-clad  hills, 

Borera  nam'd,  btrfore  the  tempeft  borae, 

Thefe  iflanders,  thrice  three,  then  prifon'd  there, 

(So  Heav'n  ordain'd)  with  utmoil  peril  ran, 

With  toil  invincible,  from  fheive  and  rock  440 

Their  boat  preferv'd,  and  to  Ais  happy  coaft 

Its  prow  direfted  fafe — He  heard  no  more  5 

The  reft  akeady  known,  his  ev'iy  fenfe. 

His  full-collc6led  foul,  on  her  alone 

Was  fix'd,  was  hung  enraptur'd,  while  thefe  founds, 

This  voice,  as  of  an  angel,  pierc'd  his  ear.  446 

"  Amyntor !  O  my  life's  recover'd  hope  ! 
'^'  My  foul's  defpair  and  rapture  ! — can  this  be  ? 
*'  Am  I  on  earth  !   and  do  thele  arms  indeed 
*'  Thy  real  form  infold  ?  Thou  dreadful  deep  !        450 
*'  Ye  fhores  unknown  !  ye  wild-impending  hills ! 
"  Dare  I  yet  ti-uft  niy  fenfe  ?— O  yes,'  tis  he ! 
*'  'Tis  he  himfelf !   My  eyes,  my  bounding  heart, 
"  Confefs  their  living  lord  !   What  fhall  I  lay  ? 
"  How  vent  the  boundlefs  tranfport  that  expands    45^ 
**  My  lah'ring  thought !   th'  unutterable  blifs, 
*'  Joy,  wonder,  gratitude,  that  pain  to  death 
*'  The  breaft  they  charm? — Amyntor,  O  fupport 
*'  This  fwimming  brain  ;  I  would  not  now  be  torn     ' 
*'  Again  from  life  and  thee,  nor  caufe  thy  heait     460 
**  A  fecond  pang."     At  this  dilated  high 
The  Iwell  of  joy,  moft  fatal  where  its  force 
Is  felt  moft  exquifite,  a  timely  vent  , 

Now  found,  and  broke  in  tender  dews  away 
Of  heart -relieving  tears.     As  o'er  its  charge,  465 

With  flielt'ring  wing,  folicitoufiy  good. 
The  g\iardian  genius  hovers,  fo  the  youth, 
On  her  lov'd  face  aftiduous  and  alarm'd. 
In  filent  fondjieis  dwelt,  while  ail  his  lout 
With  trembling  tendemefs  of  hope  and  fear  470 

Pleafmgly  pain'd  was  all  employ'd  for  her  j 
The  rous'd  emotions  warring  in  her  breaft; 
Attemp'ring,  to  compoie,  and  gi-adual  fit 
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for  further  joy  her  ibft  h-npreffive  frame. 

*  O  happy  !  tho'  as  yet  thou  know' ft  not  half        47^ 

*  The  blifs  that  waits  thee  !  but,  thou  gentle  mind    • 
'  Whofe  figh  is  pity,  and  whofe  linile  is  love, 

'  For  all  who  joy  or  ibrrow,  arm  thy  breaft 

'  With  that  beft  temperance,  which  from  fond  excefs^ 

*  When  i-apture  lifts  to  dangerous  height  its  powers, 

^  Refle61ive  guards.  Knowtlien — and  let  calm  thought 
'  On  wonder  wait — lafe  refug'd  in  this  ifle,  482, 

'  Thy  godlike  father  lives  !  and,  lo  ! — but  curb, 

*  Reprefs  the  tranfport  that  o'er  heaves  thy  heart, 

*  'Tis  he--look  yonder— he,  whofe  rev  Vend  fteps  485 

*  The  mountain's  fide  delcendj" — Abrapt  from  his 
Her  hand  fhe  drew,  and,  as  on  wings  upborne. 
Shot  o'er  the  fpace  between.     He  faw,  he  knew, 
Aftonifh'd  knew,  before  him,  on  her  Knee, 

His  Theodora!  To  his  anns  he  rais'd  499 

The  loft  lov'd  fair,  and  in  his  bolbm  prefs'd. 

"  My  father!" — "  O  my  child  !"  at  once  they  cry'd^ 
Nor  more  :  the  reft  ecftatic  filence  fpoke, 
And  Nature  from  her  inmoft  feat  of  lenle 
Beyond  all  utt'rance  mov'd.     On  this  blefs'd  fcene, 
Where  emulous  in  either  bofom  ftrove  496 

Adoring  gratitude,  earth,  ocean,  air. 
Around  with  foft'ning  afpeft  feem'd  to  fmile, 
And  Heav'n,  approving,  look'd  delighted  down. 

Nor  theirs  alone  this  bliisful  hour  j  the  joy,  500 

With  inftant  flow,  from  fhore  to  fliore  along 
DifFufive  ran,  and  all  th'  exulting  iile 
About  the  new-arrived  was  pour'd  abroad} 
To  hope  long  loft,  by  miracle  regain'd  ! 
In  each  plain  bolbm  Love  and  Nature  wept  j  505 

While  each  a  fire,  a  huftjand,  or  a  friend. 
Embracing  held  and  kii's'd. 
Now,  while  the  fong. 

The  choral  hymn,  in  v/ildly-warbled  notes, 
What  Nature  di6lates  when  the  full  heart  prompts, 
Beft,  harmony,  their  gratefid  fouls  eifus'd  511 

Aloud  to  heav'n,  Montano,  rev'rend  leer  ! 
(Whcie  eye  prophetic  far  thro'  time's  abyfs 


■So  AMYNTOR    AND    THEODORA. 

Could  fhoot  its  beam,  and  there  the  births  of  Fate, 
Yet  hnmature  and  in  their  cauies  hid,  515 

IlluminM  ke)  a  Ipace  abiha6led  ftood  ; 
His  frame  with  fhiv'iy  hoiTor  ftirr'd,  his  eyes 
From  outward  viiion  held,  and  all  the  man 
Entranced  in  wonder  at  th'  unfolding  fcene. 
On  tiuid  air,  as  in  a  mirror  feen,  520 

And  glowing  radiant,  to  his  mental  fight. 

*'  They  fly!''  he  cry'd,  *'  they  melt  in  air  away, 
''  The  clouds  that  long  fair  Albion's  hL-av'n  o'ercait ! 
"  With  tempeft  deiug'd,  or  with  fiame  devour'd, 
'^^  Fler  drooping  plains  ;  while  dawning  roly  round 
'*  A  purer  morning  lights  up  all  her  Ikies  !  526 

*'  He  comes,  behold  !   the  great  dclivYer  comes  ! 
"  Imraorcai  William!  borne  triumphant  on, 
*'  From  yonder  orient,  o'er  propitious  ieas, 
"  White  with  the  fails  of  his  unnumber'd  fleet,       530 
"  A  floating  foreft,  ftretch'd  from  fhore  to  ftiore ! 
*'  See !  with  Ipread  wing  Britannia's  genius  flies 
*'  Before  his  prow,  commands  the  fpeeding  gales 
*•'  To  waft  him  on,  and  o'er  the  hero's  head, 
*^-  Inwreath'd  with  olive,  bears  the  laurel  crown  j    555 
♦'  Blefs'd  emblem,  peace  with  liberty  reltor'd  ! 
*'  And  hark  !  from  either  (trand  which  nations  hide, 
*'  To  welcome  in  tiaie  freedom's  day  renew'd 
"  What  thunders  of  acclaim!  Aurelius  !  man 
"  By  Heav'n  belov'd,  thou,  too,  that  facred  lun  540 
"  Shalt  live  to  hail ;  fhalt  warm  thee  in  his  fhine  I 
"  I  fee  thee  on  the  flow'iy  lap  diftus'd 
^*  Of  thy  lov'd  vale,  amid  a  imiling  race 
•'  From  this  blefs'd  pair  to  Ipring  j  whom  equal  faith, 
'*  And  equal  fondnei's,  in  foft  league  fliall  hold         545 
''  From  youth  to  rcv'rend  age,  the  calmer  hours 
'  Of  thy  laftday  to  Iweeten  and  adorn, 
*  Thro'  life  thy  comfort,  and  in  death  thy  crown  I"' 


TRUTH  IN  RHYME. 

ADDRESSED    TO 

A  CERTAIN    NOBLE   LORD. 
aDUmifeinent. 

The  following  extrift  from  his  Majefty's  Speech  to  both  Houfes  of  Parlia- 
ir.ent,  wiiich  by  every  man  in  his  dominions  would  be  thought  the  ncbleft 
irtrocludtionto  a  poem  of  the  frft  merit,  is  peculiarly  Aiitable  to  introduce 
this;  however  unec^ual  thefe  verfes  may  be  to  the  fubjeft  they  attempt  to 
ariornythis  fingular  advantage  will  be  readily  allowed  them;  it  will  at  the 
fame  time  be  the  fullest  and  beft  explanation  of  the  Author's  meaning  on  a 
theme  fointereftjng  and  uncommon.    The  words  are  thefe: 

March  j,  1761. 

♦'  *  «  »  m  confeqvience  of  the  aft  palTed  in  the  reign  of  my  late  glorious 
"  predecefibr,  King  William  HI.  for  fettling  the  fucceffion  to  the  crown  in 
*'' my  fam.iiy,  the  commiffions  of  the  judges  have  been  made  during  their 
"  good  beliaviour;  but  notwithftanding  that  wife  provifion,  their  offices  have. 
*'  aetermined  upon  the  demife  of  the  crown,  or  at  the  expiration  of  fix 
**  months  afterwards,  in  every  inftance  of  that  mtnre  which  has  happened. 

"  I  look  upon  the  independency  and  uprightnefs  of  the  Judges  of  the  land 
'^  as  eflential  to  the  impartial  "iminiftration  of  j'lftice,  as  one  of  the  beft 
*"•  l"ecurities  of  the  rights  and  liberties  of  my  loving  fubjefts,  and  as  moft 
*' conducive  to  the  honour  of  the  crown  ;  and  I  come  now  to  recomm.enrl 
*'- this  interefting  objeft  to  the  confideration  of  Parliament,  in  order  that 
"^  fjch  farther  proviiion,  as  ihsll  be  iroft  expedient,  m.ay  be  made,  for  le- 
«'  curing  the  judges  in  the  enjoyment  of  their  offices  during  their  good  be- 
''  haviour,  notwithftanding  any  fuch  demife." 


TO    THE    AUTHOR 

OF  THE  FOLLOWING  POEM. 

Jt  has  no  faults,  or  I  no  faults  canfpy  : 
It  is  all  beauty,  or  all  blindnefs  L 

Imprimatur,  meo  perlculo, 

CHESTERFIELD. 

ASTREA,  eldeft  born  of  Jove, 
Whom  ail  tiie  gods  revere  and  love. 
Was  fen':,  while  man  deferv'd  their  care. 
On  earth  to  dv/ell,  and  govern  there, 
TiM  finding  earth  byHeav'n  iinaw^d, 
Till  fick  of  violence  and  fraud, 
Ahand.oning  the  guilty  crew. 
Back  to  her  native  fky  fhe  flewj 
There  ftation'd  in  the  Virgin  fign, 
^he  long  has  ceas'd  on  eaith  to  fliine ; 
Or  if  at  times  Hie  deigns  a  iiniie, 
'Tis  chief  o'er  Britain's  favoured  ifie. 

1^'or  there — her  eye  with  wonder  iix'd, 

lat  wonder  too  with  pleafure  mix'd, 
i->hencw  beheld,  in  blooming  youth, 
'^/he patron  of  alUvorih  and  tiiith  j 
I 
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Not  where  the  Virtues  moft  refort, 

On  peaceful  plains,  but  in  a  court ! 

Not  in  a  cottage,  all-unknown  j 

She  found  him  feated  on  a  throne!  20 

What  fables  paint,  what  poets  fmg, 

She  found  in  taft — a  patriot-king! 

But  as  a  fight  fo  nobly  new 
Defei-v\i,  (lie  thought,  a  nearer  view, 
To  where,  by  fdver-ftreaming  Thames,  25 

Afcends  the  palace  of  St.  James, 
Swift  thro"  furrounding  Ihades  of  night 
The  goddefs  (hot  her  beamy  flight : 
She  flopped  j  and  the  revealing  ray 
BlazM  round  her  fav'rite  where  he  lay  30 

In  fweet  repofe ;  o'er  all  his  face 
Repofe  ihed  fofter  bloom  and  grace  j 
But  fearful  Je'i;  her  fun-bright  glare 
Too  foon  might  wake  him  into  care, 
(For  fplendid  tolls  and  weary  ftate  35 

Are  ev'ry  monarch's  envy'd  fate) 
The  ilream  of  circling  rays  to  (hroud, 
She  drew  a,n  interpofmg  cloud. 

In  all  the  filence  of  iiirprife 
She  gar.'d  him  o'er  J  fhe  faw  arife,  40 

iPor  gods  can  read  the  human  breaft. 
Her  own  idea  there  imprell  j 
And  that  his  plan  to  blefs  mankind, 
The  plan  now  bright'ning  in  his  mind. 
May  ilory's  whiteft  page  adorn,  45 

May  fhine  thro'  nations  yet  unborn, 
She  calls  Urania  to  her  aid. 

At  once  the  fair  ethereal  maid, 
Daughter  of  Memory  and  Jove, 

Delc>;nding  qui'.s  her  laurell'd  grove ;  50 

Looie  to  the  gale  her  ar,ure  robe. 
Borne  in  her  left  ailarry  globe. 
Where  each  Riperior  fon  of  fame 
Win  find  infcrib'd  his  deathlefs  namcj 
Her  right  fuftains  th'  immortallyrc,  55 

To  praife  true  merit,  or  infpire. 
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"  Behokr' — Aftrea  thus  began 

*'  The  friend  cf  virtue  and  of  man; 

*'  Calm  reafon  fee  in  early  youth ! 

^'  See  in  a  prince  the  foul  of  truth !  60 

**  With  love  of  juftice,  tender  fenfe, 

*'  For  iutf'ring  worth  and  innocence, 

"  Who  means  to  build  his  happy  reign 

''  On  this  beft  maxim,  wife  and  plain 

*'  Tho'  plain,  how  leldcm  underftood  I  6^ 

"  That  to  be  great  he  muil  be  good : 

'*  His  breaft  is  open  to  your  eye ; 

**  Approach,  Urania!  mark,  andtr)'": 

*•  This  bofom  needs  no  thought  to  hidej 

^'  This  virtue  dares  our  fearch  abide.  7^ 

"  The  facred  fountains  to  fecure 
*'  Of  jullice,  undifturb"'d  and  pure, 
**  From  hopes  or  fears,  from  fraud  or  force, 
*'  To  ruffle  or  to  ftain  the'r  courfe ; 
*'  That  thele  may  flow  lerene  and  free,  75 

**  The  law  muft  independent  be  j 
*'  Her  minifters,  as  in  my  fight, 
*'  And  mine  alone,  difpenfmg  right  j 
*^  Of  piercing  eye,  of  judgment  clear; 
"  As  honour  juft,  as  truth  fmcere,  80 

*'  With  temper  finii,  with  fpirit  fage, 
"  TheMansfieldsof  each  future  age. 

*'  And  this  prime  blefling  is  to  fpring 
'^  From  youth  in  purple !  from  a  king  I 
**  V/ho,  true  to  his  imperial  truft,  85 

*'  His  greatnefs  founds  in  being  juft  j" 
*'  Prepares,  like  yon'  afcending  fun, 
*'  His  glorious  race  with  joy  to  run, 
*^  And  where  his  gracious  eye  appears, 
^'  To  biefs  the  world  he  lights  and  cheers !  90 

*'  Such  worth  with  equal  voice  to  Ung, 
**  Urania!  ftrike  thy  boldeft ftring, 
**  And  Truth,  whofe  voice  alone  is  praife, 
**  That  here  infpires  fhall  guide  the  lays. 
''  Begin!  awake  his  gentle  ear  y  S 

^'  With  founds  that  m.onarchs  rarely  hear; 
la 
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*'  He  merits,  let  him  know  our  loA'-e, 
''  And  you  record  what  I  approve." 

She  ended ;  and  the  heav'n-bom  maid 
With  ibftiurprife  his  form  lurvey'd;  loa 

She  law  what  chaftity  oi" thought 
'  Within  his  ftainleis  boibm  wrought, 
TheniixM  on  earth  her  Ibbereye, 
And,  pauilag,  offered  this  reply. 

*'  Nor  pomp  of  fong,  nor  paint  of  art,  105 

"  Such  truths  fliould  to  tiie  world  impart': 
"  My  tafk  is  but  in  fimple  verfe 
*•'  Thele  promised  wonders  torehearfe; 
*'  And  when  on  thefc  our  verfe  we  raife, 
"  The  plained  is  the  nobleft  praife.  2?» 

*'  Yet  more;  a  virtuous  doubt  remains; 
*'  Would  fuch  a  prince  permit  my  ftrains? 
*'  Deferving,  but  ilill  fnunning  fame, 
''  The  homage  due  he  might  difdaim. 
**  A  prince  who  rules  to  lave  mankind,  115 

*'  His  praife  would  In  their  virtue  find; 
"  Would  deem  their  llrl6l  regard  to  laws, 
"  Their  faith  and  worth,  his  beft  applaufe: 
*'  Then  Britons!  your  juil  tribute  bring 
*'  In  deeds,  to  emulate  your  king;  120 

"  In  virtues,  to  redeem  your  age 
**  From  venal  views  and  party  rage: 
"  On  his  example  fafely  reft  ; 
"  Hs  calls,  he  courts,  you  tobebleft; 
"  As  friends,  as  brethren,  to  unite  125 

"  In  one  firm  league  of  juft  and  right. 

'*  My  part  is  laft;  if  Britain  yet 
"  A  lover  boalfs  of  truth  and  wit, 
**  To  him  thefe  grateiul  lays  to  fend, 
"  The  m.onarch's  and  the  Mufe's  friend,  130 

*'  And  whole  fair  name,  in  facred  I'hymes, 
*•  My  voice  may  give  to  latell  times.'' 

She  fald;  and  after  thinking  o'er 
The  men  in  place  near  half  a  Icore, 
To  ftrike  at  once  all  fcandal  mute. 
The  goddeis  found  and  fix'd  on  Bute.  1 3  6 


THE  REWARD: 

O  R, 

APOLLO'S  ACKNOWLEDGMENTS. 

TO  CHARLES   STANHOPE. 

fVritten  in  1757.  > 

APOLLO,  from  the  Ibuthern  flcy, 
O'er  London  lately  glanc'd  his  eye  : 
Juft  fuch  a  glance  our  courtiers  throw 
At  liiitors  whom  they  fhun  to  know  : 
Or  have  you  mark'd  th'  averted  mien,  5 

The  cheft  eretH:,  the  freezing  look 
Of  Bumbo  when  a  bard  is  feen 
Charged  with  his  Dedication-book  ? 

But  gods  are  never  in  the  wrong : 
What  then  difpleas'd  the  pow'r  of  Song  ?  10 

The  cafe  was  this  :  Where  nohle  arts 
Once  flourifh'd,  as  our  fathers  tell  us, 
He  now  can  find,  for  men  of  parts, 
None  but  rich  blockheads  and  mere  fellows  j 
Since  drums,  and  dice,  and  diflipatioii,  1 5 

Have  chas'd  ail  tafte  from  all  the  nation: 
For  is  there  now  one  table  I'pread 
Where  Senie  and  Science  may  be  fed  ? 
Where,  with  a  Irnile  on  ev'iy  face, 
Invited  Merit  takes  his  place?  20 

Thele  thoughts  put  Phoebus  in  the  fpleen, 
(For  gods,  like  men,  can  feel  chagrin) 
And  left  him  on  the  point  to  fliroud 
His  head  in  one  eternal  cloud  ; 

When,  lo!  his  all-difcerning  eye  25 

Chanc'd  one  remaining  friend  to  fpy, 
Juft  crept  abroad,  as  is  his  way, 
To  bafk  him  in  the  noon-tide  ray. 

This  Phoebus  noting,  called  aloud 
Toev'iy  interpofmg  cloud,  3# 

And  bade  their  gathered  mifts  afcend. 
That  he  might  warm  his  good  old  friend  j 
Then,  as  his  chariot  rolPd  along, 
Tun\l  to  his  lyre  this  grateful  long. 
I3 
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'*  With  talents,  iuchas  God  has  given  35 

*'  To  common  mortals,  fix  in  ieven, 
'^  Who  yet  have  titles,  ribbons,  pay, 
*'  And  govern  whom  tb.ey  (hioukl  obey  ; 
"  With  no  more  traikie-s  than  are  found 
"  In  thoiiland  others,  count  them  round  ;  40 

*'  With  much  good  will,  inftead  of  parts, 
*'  exprels'd  for  ailifts  and  for  arts ; 
*'  Who  fmlles  if  you  have  fmartly  Ipoke, 
*'  Or  nods  applauie  to  his  own  joke ; 
"  This  bearded  child,  this  gray-hair'd  boy,  45 

*'  Still  plays  with  life  as  with  a  toy  j 
*'  Still  keeps  amufement  full  in  view: 
''  Wife  ?  Now  and  then — but  oft 'ner  new  j 
*'  His  coach,  this  hotu,  at  Watlbn's  door, 
*•  The  next  in  waiting  on  a  whore.  5© 

*'  Whene'er  the  welcome  tidings  ran 
**  Of  monfter  ftrange,  or  ftranger  man, 
"  A  Selkirk  from  his  delertille, 
*'  Or  alligator  from  the  Nile, 

*'  He  faw  the  monger  in  Its  fhrine,  55 

**  And  had  the  man  next  day  to  dine : 
*'  Or  was  it  an  Henuaphrodite  ? 
"  You  found  him  in  a  two-fold  huiry, 
**  Neglecting  for  this  he-fhe  fight 

*'  The  fingle  charms  of  Fanny  Murray.  Co 

*'  Gathering  from  fuburb  and  from  city 
*'  Who  were,  who  would  be,  wile  or  vi'itty ; 
**  The  fuU-wigg'd  fons  of  pills  and  potions, 
*'  The  bags  of  maggot  and  new  notions  j 
"  The  lage,  of  microfcopic  eye,  65 

*'  Who  reads  him  leclures  on  a  fly; 
"  Grave  antiquaries  with  their  flams, 
'*  And  poets  fquirting  epigrams  j 
*'  With  feme  few  lords-— of  thole  that  think, 
*'  And  dip,  at  times,  their  pen  in  ink  j  --o 

^'  Nay,  ladies  too,  of  diverfe  fame, 
*'  Who  are  and  are  not  of  the  game  : 
**  For  he  has  locked  the  world  around, 
"  And  pleafure  in  each  quarter  found  : 
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*'  Now  young,  now  old,  now  grave,  now  gay,  7  5 

*'  He  finks  from  life  by  ibft  decay, 
*'  And  lees  at  hand,  without  aftright, 
"  Th'  inevitable  hour  of  night." 

But  here  foine  pillar  of  the  rtate, 
Whofe  life  is  one  long  dull  debate  ^  So 

Some  pedant  of  the  fabiegov/n. 
Who  Ipares  no  failings  but  his  own. 
Set  up  at  once  their  deep-mouth'd  hollow  j 
Is  this  a  fubjeft  for  Apollo  ? 

What !  can  the  god  of  Wit  and  Verfe  85 

Such  trifles  in  our  ears  rehearfe  ? 

*'  Know,  Puppies !  this  man's  eafy  life, 
*•'  Serene  from  cares,  unvex'd  with  ftriie, 
''  Was  oft'  employ 'd  in  doing  good, 
**  A  fcience  you  ne'er  underilood  j  90 

'*  And  charity,  ye  fons  of  Pride! 
**  A  multitude  of  faults  will  hide. 
"  I  at  his  board  more  I'enie  have  found 
*'  Than  at  a  hundred  dinners  roimd  : 
"  Tafte,  learning,  mirth,  my  weftern  eye  95 

"  Could  often  there  collc6led  fpy; 
"  And  I  have  gonewell-pleas'd  to  bed, 
*'  Revolving  what  was  lung  or  faid. 

*'  Andhe,  whoentertain'd  them  all 
"  With  much  good  liquor  ftrong  and  fmall,  100 

"  With  food  in  plenty,  and  a  welcome, 
**  Which  would  become  my  Lord  of  Melcombe  *, 
*•'  Whofe  foups  and  iauces  duly  feafon'd, 
"  Whofe  wit  well-tim"d,  and  lenfe  well-reafon'd, 
"  Give  Burgundy  a  brighter  ftain,  105 

*'  And  add  new  flavour  to  Champaign — 
*'  Shall  tliis  man  to  the  gi-ave  defcend 
*'  Unown'd,  unhonour'd  as  my  friend  ? 
"  No  ;  by  my  deity  I  fwear, 

"  Nor  fliail  the  vow  be  loft  in  air,  no 

"  While  you  and  millions  fuch  as  yo\i, 
*'  Are  funk  for  ever  from  my  view, 

■>  Ttii3  poem  was  certainly  v.-ntt?n  in  1757,  but  the   reader  has   on'/  ^» 
rs:r  ember  tUit  ApoUo  is  the  go^  of  Proplieiy  as  well  as  of  pot-try.    muiu. 
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'<  And  loft  in  kindred  darknefs  lie, 
"  This  good  old  man fhall  never  die: 
*'  No  matter  where  I  place  his  name, 
"  His  love  of  learning  fhall  be  fame."  ii6 

THE  DISCOVERY. 

upon  rcadirg Jane  -verjes  ivriften  by  aycur.g  lady  at  a  Icardir.g-fchacl, 
September^   1760. 

APOLLO  lately  fent  to  know 
If  he  had  any  fons  below, 
For  by  the  trafh  he  long  has  feen 
In  male  and  female  magazine, 

A  hundred  quires  not  worth  a  groat,  c 

The  race  muft  be  extin6l  he  thought. 

His  meffenger  to  court  repairs, 
"Vy  alks  foftly  with  the  crowd  up  ftairs  ; 
But  when  he  had  his  errand  told. 
The  courtiers  fneer'd,  both  young  and  old  :  o  j 

Auguftus  knit  his  royal  brow, 
And  bade  him  let  Apollo  know  it. 
That,  from  his  infancy  till  now, 
Helov'd  nor  poetry  nor  poet. 

His  next  adventure  was  the  Park,  i « 

When  it  grew  faftiionably  dark  : 
There  beauties,  boobies,  ftrumpets,  rakes, 
Talk'd  much  of  commerce,  whiil,  andftakesj 
Who  tips  the  wink,  who  drops  the  card. 
But  not  one  word  of  verfe  or  bard.  2c 

The  ftage,  Apollo's  old  domain. 
Where  his  true  fons  were  wont  to  reign. 
His  courier  now  paft  frowning  by  j 
Ye  modern  Durfeys  tell  us  v/hy? 

Slow  to  the  city  laft  he  went :  2  5 

There  all  was  profe  o^  cent  per  cent. 
There  allcy-ow;/?«w,  fcript,  and  bonus, 
(Latin  for  which  a  Mufe  would  ftone  us, 
Yet  honeft  Gideon's  clafTic  ftyle) 
Made  our  poor  nuncio  ftare  and  Irnile.  3c 

And  now  the  clock  had  ftnick  eleven. 
The  meflenger  mAiil  back  to  Heav'n; 


THE    DISCOVERY,  g(^ 

Bat  jull  as  he  his  wings  had  ty'd, 
Looked  up  Queenfquare  the  North-eaft  fide. 
A  blooming  creature  there  he  found,  35 

With  pen  and  ink,  and  books  around. 
Alone,  and  writing  by  a  taper  j 
He  read  unfeen,  then  ftole  her  paper. 
It  much  amus'd  him  on  his  way, 
And  reaching  Heav'n  by  break  of  day,  40 

He  fliew'd  Apollo  what  he  Itole  j 
The  god  perusM,  and  lik'd  the  whole  I 
Then  calling  for  his  pocket-book, 
Some  right  celeftial  vellum  took, 

And  what  he  with  a  fun-beam  there  45 

Writ  down,  the  Mufe  thus  copies  fair  : 
*•'  If  I  no  men  my  Ions  mull  call, 
"  Here's  one  fair  daughter  worth  them  all : 
"  Mark  then  the  facred  words  that  follow,  49 

"  Sophia's  mine'''— fo  fign'd  APOLLO. 

TYBURN. 

TO  THE  MARINE  r.OCIETY. 

THE  defign  of  the  Marine  Society  i^  in  itfelf  fo  laudable,  and  has  b«en 
purfued  fo  fuccefsfully  for  the  public  good,  that  I  thought  it  merited  a  pub- 
Ec  acknowledgment :  but,  to  take  off  from  tlie  flatnefs  of  a  direft  compli- 
ment, I  have,  through  the  whole  poem,  loaded  their  inftitution  with  fucli 
reproaches  as  will  fliow,  Ijhope,  in  themoft  ftriking  manner,  its  real  utility. 

By  authentic  accounts  it  appears  that,  from  the  firftrife  of  this  society  to 
the  prefent  year  176.,  they  have  coUefted,  clothed,  and  fitted  out,  for  the 
£ea-fervice,  ^452  grown  men,  4SII  boys,  in  all  oo'^i  perfons;  whom  they 
have  thus  not  only  faved,  in  all  probability,  from  perdition  nnd  infamy, 
but  rendered  them  ufeful  members  of  the  community;  at  a  time  too  when 
their  country  ftood  moft  in  need  of  their  affiftance. 

IT  ha    been,  all  examples  fhow  it, 
The  privilege  of  ev"ry  poet, 
From  ancient  down  thro""  modern  time. 
To  bid  dread  matter  live  in  Rhyme; 
Witli  wit  enliven  fenlelefs  rocks,  5 

Draw  repartee  from  wooden  blocks; 
Make  buzzard  fenators  of  note. 
And  rooks  harangue  that  geeie  may  vote. 

Tliefe  moral  fiftions,  fii-ft  defign'd 
To  mend  and  mortify  mankind,  10 

Old  y£fop,  as  cur  children  know. 
Taught  twice  ten  hundred  years  agOj 
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His  fly  upon  the  charrlot  wheel 

Could  all  a  ftatefman's  merit  feel, 

And,  to  its  own  importance  juft,  i  ^ 

Exclaim,  with  Bufo,  "  What  a  duft!"' 

His  Horle-dung,  when  the  flood  ran  high, 

In  Colon's  air  and  accent  cry. 

While  tumbling  down  the  turbid  ftream, 

*'  Lord  love  us,  how  we  apples  fwlm  !'^  ao 

But  farther  inilances  to  cite 
Would  tire  the  heai'er's  patience  quite. 
No;  what  their  numbers  and  their  worth. 
How  thele  admire  while  thole  hold  forth. 
From  Hide-Park  on  to  Cierkenwell,  2  5 

Let  clubs,  let  coffee-houfes  tell, 
Where  England,  thi-o""  the  world  renown'd, 
In  all  its  wifdom  may  be  found; 
While  I,  for  ornament  and  uie, 
An  orator  of  wood  produce.  30 

Why  fhould  the  gentle  reader  ftare  ? 
Are  wooden  orators  fo  rare  ? 
Saint  Stephen's  Chapel,  Rufus'  Hall, 
That  hears  them  in  the  pleader  bawl. 
That  hears  them  in  the  patriot  thunder,  3  5 

Can  tell  if  fuch  things  are  a  wonder  : 
So  can  Saint  Duftan's  in  the  Weft, 
When  good  Romaine  liarangues  his  beft. 
And  tells  his  ftaring  congregation 
That  Ibber  fenfe  is  ilire  damnation;  40 

That  Newton's  guilt  was  worie  than  trcafon 
For  ufing,  what  God  gave  him,  reafon. 
"  A  pox  of  all  this  prefacing  V 
Smart  Balbus  cries;  "  Come  name  the  thing  j 
*'  That  fuch  there  are  we  all  agree  :  45 

*'  What  is  this  wood  ?"  Why-— Tyburn  tree. 

Hear  then  this  rev' rend  oak  harangue. 
Who  makes  men  do  ib  ere  they  hang. 

Patibulum  loquitur, 

**  Each  thing  whatever,  when  aggriev'd, 
''  Of  right  complains  to  be  reiiev'd  ;  50 
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**  When  rogues  fo  rais'd  the  price  of  wheat 

"  That  few  folks  could  afford  to  eat, 

*'  (Juft  as  when  doftors''  fees  run  high 

"  Few  patients  can  atford  to  die) 

*'  The  poor  durii  into  murmurs  break,  5  5 

**  For  loiers  mufi:  have  leave  to  fpeak; 

**  Then  from  reproaching  fell  to  mauling 

*'  Each  neighbour  rogue  they  found  foreftalling, 

*'  As  thefe  again,  their  knaves  and  fetters, 

**  Durft  vent  complaints  againft  their  betters,  60 

**  Whofe  only  crime  was  in  defeating 

*'  Their  fchemes  of  growing  rich  by  cheatlngj 

"  So  fhall  not  I  my  wrongs  relate, 

**  An  injured  minifter  of  llate  ? 

*'  The  flnifner  of  care  and  pain  65 

*'  May  fure  with  better  grace  complain, 

*'  For  reafons  no  lefs  ftrong  and  true, 

*'  Marine  Society  !  of  you; 

*'  Of  you,  as  ev'iy  carman  knows 

*'  My  lateft  and  moll  fatal  foes.  70 

"  My  property  you  bafely  fteal, 
*'  Which  ev'n  aBritifli  Oak  can  feel ; 
"  Feel  and  refent;  what  wonder  then 
"  It  Ihould  be  felt  by  Britifli  men 
f  When  France,  infulting,  durd  invade  7  5 

>''    Their  clearell  propertry  of  trade  ? 
?'  For  which  both  nations  at  the  bar 
?'  Of  that  lupreme  tribunal  War, 
f<  To  ftiow  their  reafons  have  agreed, 
?'  And  lav/yers  by  ten  thoufands  fee'd,  80 

*'  Who  now  for  legal  quirks  and  puns 
f '  Plead  with  the  rhet'rit  of  great  guns, 
f*  And  each  his  client's  caufe  maintains 
*'  By  knocking  out  th'  opponent's  brains, 
'.'  While  Europe  all — But  we  adjourn  J? 5 

'<  This  wiie  digrefTion,  and  return. 
**  Your  rules  and  ftatutes  have  undone  me ; 
*'  My  fureft  cards  begin  to  fhun  me  : 
''  My  native  fubjefls  dare  rebel 
"'■  Tiiofe  who  were  born  for  me  and  i\ellj  90 
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*'  And  but  for  you  the  fcoundrei  line 

**  Had  ev'r}^  mother's  fon  dyM  mine  : 

*'  A  race  unnumber'd  as  unknown, 

*'  Whom  town  or  luberb  calls  her  own  j 

*'  Of  vagrant  love  the  various  Ipawn,  93 

*'  From  rags  and  filth,  from  lace  and  lawn  ; 

"  Some  of  Fleet-ditch,  of  bulks,  of  benches, 

*'  Where  peer  and  porter  meet  their  wenchesj 

**  For  neither  health  nor  fhame  can  wean  us 

**  From  mixing  with  the  midnight  Venus.  100 

*'  Nor  let  m.y  cits  be  here  forgotj 
"  They  know  to  fm  as  well  as  fot. 
*'  When  night  demure  walks  forth,  aiTay\i 
*'  In  her  thin  negligee  of  fhade, 

*'  Late  riien  from  their  long  regale  105 

*'  Of  beef  and  beer,  and  bawdy  tale, 
**  Abroad  the  Common  council  fally 
*'  To  poach  for  game  in  lane  or  alley j 
*'  This  gets  a  fon,  whofe  firllelfay 
*'  Will  hlch  his  father's  till  away;  110 

*' A  daughter  that,  who  may  retire, 
*'  Some  few  years  hence,  with  her  own  fire, 
*'  And  while  iiis  hand  is  on  her  placket 
*'  The  filial  virtue  picks  his  pocket. 
**  Change-alicy,  too,  has  grown  fo  nice,  115 

**  A  broker  dares  refine  on  vicej 
*'  With  lord-like  icorn  of  marriage-vows, 
*'  In  her  own  amis  he  cuckolds  Ipoule; 
*'  For  young  and  frefh  while  he  would  wifli  her, 
*'  His  loole  thought  glov/s  with  Kitty  Fiilierj  1 20 

**  Or  after  nobler  quarry  running, 
*'  Profanely  paints  her  out  a  Gunning. 

"  Now  theie,  of  each  degree  and  foit, 
*'  At  Wapping  droppM,  perhaps  at  Court, 
*'  Bred  up  tor  me,  to  Iwear  and  lie,  1  -  5 

'^^  To  laugh  at  heli,  and  Heav'n  defyj 
"  Thete,  Tyburn's  regimented  train, 
"  Who  rifk  their  necks  to  jpread  my  reign, 
*'  From  age  to  age,  by  right  divine, 
••.  Hereditary  roguesj  were  mincj         -  1 30 
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**  And  each,  by  dHcIpline  levere, 

'*  Improv'd  beyond  all  fhame  and  fear, 

"  From  gilt  to  gilt  advancing  daily, 

**  My  conltant  friend  the  good  Old  Eailey 

*'  To  me  made  over,  late  or  foon,  135 

*•'  I  think,  at  latelf,  once  a  moon; 

*'  But  by  your  interloping  care 

"  Not  one  in  ten  fliall  be  my  (hare. 
*'  Ere  'tis  too  late  your  error  lee, 

*'  You  foes  to  Britain  and  to  me  !  140 

*'  To  me,  agreed — but  to  the  nation  ?— 

*'  I  prove  it  thus  by  demonftration. 
"  Firft,  that  there  is  much  good  in  ill 

*'  My  great  apoftle  Mandeville 

'' Has  made  moft  clear.     Read,   if  you  pleafe,  145 

*'  His  moral  Fable  of  The  Bees. 

"  Our  rev'rend  clergy  next  will  own, 

*'  Were  all  men  good  their  trade  were  gone; 

*'  That  were  it  not  for  ufeful  vice 

*'  Their  learned  pains  would  bear  no  price  j  1 50 

*'  Nay,  we  fhould  quickly  bid  defiance 

"    To  their  demonftrated  alliance. 

"  Next,  kingdoms  are  composed,  we  know, 
"  Of  individuals.  Jack  and  Joe  : 

*'  Now  thefe,  our  fov'reign  lordi  the  rabble,  155 

*'  For  ever  prone  to  growl  and  Iquabble, 
''  The  monfoous  many-headed  beall, 
*'  Whom  we  muft  not  offend,  but  feaft, 
"  Like  Cerberus,  fhould  have  their  lop  j 
"  And  what  is  that  but  tiiifling  up  ?  t6o 

**  How  happy  were  their  hearts,  and  gay, 
'*  At  each  return  of  hanging  -day ! 
^'  To  fee  Page*  fwinging  they  admire, 
**  Beyond  ev'n  Madox*  on  his  wire  ! 
*' No  baiting  of  a  bull  or  bear  165 

*'  To  Perry*,  daggling  in  the  air ! 
*'  And  then  the  being  drunk  a  week 
**  For  joy  fome  Sheppard*  would  not  fqueak  ! 

»  As  thefe  are  all  perfons  of  note,  and  well  known   to  our  readers,   we 
thinkany  more  particular  mention  of  them  unneceiTary.    Mcliet. 


94  TYBURN. 

*'  But  now  that  thofe  good  times  are  o'er^ 

*'  How  will  they  mutiny  and  roar!  170 

*'  Your  fcheme  abiurd  of  Ibber  rules 

''  Will  fink  the  race  of  men  to  mules  ; 

"  For  ever  drudging,  fweatfrig,  broiling, 

**  For  ever  for  the  public  toiling: 

*'  Hard  mafters  I  who,  juft  when  they  need  'em,       175 

**  With  a  few  thiftles  deign  to  feed  'em. 

*'  Yet  more — for  it  is  leldom  known 
"  That  fault  or  folly  ftands  alone — 
"  You  next  debauch  their  infant-mind 
"  With  fumes  of  honourable  wind,  180 

"  Which  muft  beget,  in  heads  untiy'd, 
"  Thatworft  of  human  vices,  pride. 
"  All  who  my  humble  paths  forfake 
*'  Will  reckon  each  to  be  a  Blake  ! 
■'  Thereon  the  deck,  with  arms  a-kimbo,  185 

*'  Already  ftruts  the  future  Bembow  ! 
"  By  you  bred  up  to  take  delight  in 
*'  No  earthly  thing  but  oaths  and  fighting. 
*'  Thel'e  fturdy  Ions  of  blood  and  blows 
<*  By  pulling  Monfieur  by  the  nofe,  190 

<«  By  making  kicks  and  cuffs  the  falhion, 
*<  Will  put  all  Europe  in  a  paflion. 
"  The  grand  alliance,  now  quadmple, 
*'  Will  pay  us  home,  jufqu''  au  centuple  j 
"  So  the  French  king  was  heard  to  cry —  195 

<'  And  can  a  king  of  Frenchmen  He  ? 

*'  Thefe  and  more  mifchiefs  I  forfee 
*'  From  fondling  brats  of  bafe  degree. 
*'  As  mufh rooms  that  on  dunghills  rife, 
<*  The  kindred-weeds  beneath  defpile,  200 

*'  So  thefe  their  fellows  v^^lU  contemn, 
*'  Who  in  revenge  will  rage  at  them  ; 
"  For  thro'  each  rank  what  more  offends 
*<  Than  to  behold  the  rife  of  friends  ? 
"  Still  when  our  equals  grow  too  great  205 

'<  We  may  applaud,  but  we  muft  hate  j 
' «  Then  will  it  be  endur'd  vi'hen  John 
«'  Has  put  my  hempen  ribbon  on. 
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•^^  To  fee  his  aftclent  mefs-mate  Cloud 

"  By  you  made  turbulent  and  proud,  2i* 

*^  And  early  taught  my  tree  to  bilk, 

"  Pals  in  another  all  ot  hlk? 

*'  Yet,  one  more  mournful  cafe  to  put ; 
'^  A  hundred  mouths  at  once  you  fhut ! 
*'  Half  Grub-ftreet,  filenc'd  in  an  hour,  215 

"  Mull  curie  your  interpofmg  pow'r 
*'  If  my  loll:  ions  no  longer  ileal, 
*'  Whatfon  of  her's  can  earn  a  meal  ? 
**  You  ruin  many  a  gentle  bard, 

"  Who  liv'd  by  heroes  that  die  hard  !  22® 

"  Their  brother  hawkers  too,  that  fung 
"  How  great  from  world  to  world  they  fwung, 
"  Andby  fadfonnets,  quaver'd  loud, 
*'  Drew  tears  and  halfpence  from  the  crowd ! 

"  Blind  Fielding  too — a  mlichlefon  him  !  225 

"  I  wlfli  my  fons  would  meet  and  ftone  him ! 
*'  Sends  his  black  fquadrons  up  and  down, 
*'  Who  drive  my  bell  boys  back  to  Town, 
"  They  find  that  traveling  now  abroad, 
"  To  eale  rich  raicals  on  the  road,  230 

*'  Is  grown  a  calling  much  uniafe, 
*'  That  there  are  furer  ways  by  half, 
"  To  which  they  have  their  equal  claim 
"  Of  earning  daily  feed  and  fame  5 
*'  So  down  at  home  they  fit  and  think  255 

*'  Howbeft  to  rob  with  pen  and  ink. 

*'  Hence  red-hot  letters  and  e flays 
'*  By  the  Jolin  Lilburn  of  thele  days, 
"  Who  guards  his  want  of  fliarae  and  fenfe 
"  With  fhield  of  fev'nfold  impudence  ;.  240 

■*'  Hence  cards  on  Pelham,  cards  on  Pitt, 
**  With  much  abuie  and  little  wit ; 
"  Hence  libels  againfl  Hardwicke  penned, 
*'  That  only  hurt  when  they  commend  j 
**  Hence  oft'  afcrib'd  to  Fox,  at  leail,  24-5 

*'  All  that  defames  his  nameiake  beaftj 
"  Hence  Cloacina  hourly  views 
*<  Unnumbered  labours  of  the  Mufe, 
Kz 
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*'  That  fink  where  myriads  went  before, 
*'  And  fleep  within  the  chaos  hour,  250 

*'  While  her  brown  daughters,  under  ground, 
*'  Are  ted  with  politics  profound  : 
*'  Each  eager  hand  a  fi-agnient  Ihaps, 
*'  More  excrement  thim  v/hat  it  wraps. 

"  Thefe,  fmgly,  contributions  raile,  255 

*'  Of  calual  pudding  and  of  praile  : 
*'  Others  again,  who  fonn  a  gang, 
*'  Yet  take  due  mealiires  not  to  hang, 
*'  In  Magazines  their  forces  join, 

*'  By  legal  methods  to  purloin  j  260 

*'  Whole  weekly  or  whofe  monthly  feat  is 
*'  Firll  todeciy,  then  ileal  your  treatile  : 
*'  So  rogues  in  France  perform  their  job, 
*'  AfalTinating  ere  they  rob. 

*'  But,  this  iojig  narrative  to  clofe  j  265 

*'  They  who  would  grievances  expofe 
*'  In  all  good  policy  no  lefs 
"  Should  (htw  the  methods  to  redrefs. 
*'  If  commerce,  finking  in  one  fcale, 
*'  By  fraud  or  hazard  comes  to  tail,  270 

*'  The  talk  is  next,  all  ftatefmen  know  it, 
*'  To  find  another  where  to  throw  it, 
*'  That,  rifmg  there  in  due  degree, 
"  The  public  may  no  lofer  be. 

*'  Thus  having  heard  how  you  invade,  275 

*'  And  in  one  way  deilroy  my  trade, 
*'  That  we  at  laft  may  part  good  friends, 
"  Hear  how  you  ftill  may  make  amends 

*'  O  iearch  this  hnftd  Town  with  care, 
*'  What  numbers  duly  mine  are  there  !  ^?>o 

"  The  full-fed  herd  of  money-jobbers, 
"  Jews,  Chriftians,  rogues  alike,  and  robbers  ! 
*'  Who  riot  on  the  poor  man's  toils, 
*'  And  fatten  by  a  nation's  fpolls  ! 
"  The  crowd  of  little  knaves  in  place,  2S5 

*'  Our  age's  envy  and  dilgrace. 
*'  Secret  and  fnug,  by  daily  Health 
"  The  buiy  vennine  pick  up  wealth, 
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**  Then  without  birth  control  the  great, 

"  Then  without  talents  rule  theftate  !  290 

*'  Some  ladies  too — for  fome  there  are 
"  With  fliame  and  decency  at  war, 
"  Who  on  a  ground  of  pale  threefcore 
"  Still  fpread  the  rofe  of  twenty-four, 
''  And  bid  a  nut-brown  bofom  glow  295 

**  With  purer  white  than  lilies  know  j 
*'  Who  into  vice  intrepid  rufh, 
*'  Put  modeft  whoring  to  the  blufh, 
"  And  with  more  front  engage  a  trooper 
**  Than  Jenny  Jones  or  Lucy  Cooper.  300 

Send  me  each  mifchief-making  nibbler. 


'Tis  equal  fenator  or  fcribbL 


''  Who  on  the  felf-fame  fpot  of  ground, 

*'  The  felf-ikme  hearers  flaring  round, 

"  Abjure  and  join  with,  praife  and  blame,  305 

*'  Both  men  and  mealures  ftill  the  fame  j 

*'  Or  ferve  our  foes  with  all  their  might, 

"  Ey  proving  Britons  dare  not  fight : 

"  Slim,  flimly,  fiddling,  futile,  elves, 

"  They  paint  the  nation  from  themfelves  ;  310 

**  Lels  aiming  to  be  v/ife  than  witty, 

*'  And  mighty  pert,  and  mighty  pretty. 

*'  Send  me  each  firing — fave  green  and  blue— 
*•  Thefe,  Brother  Towerhill,  wait  for  you. 
*'  But,  Lollius,  be  not  in  the  fpleen  5  315 

*'  'Tis  only  Arthur's  Knights  I  mean — 
*'  Not  thole  of  old  renown'd  in  fable, 
*'  Nor  of  the  Round  but  gaming-table, 
*'  Who  ev'ry  night,  the  waiters  lay, 
*'  Break  ev'ry  law  they  made  by  day  ;  32© 

*'  Plunge  deep  our  youth  in  all  the  vice 
*'  Attendant  upon  drink  and  dice, 
*'  And,  maxing  in  nofturnal  battles, 
*'  Devour  each  others'  goods  and  chattels  9 
*'  While  frcm  the  mouth  of  magic  box,  325 

*'  With  curfes  dire  and  dreadful  knocks, 
"  They  fling  v^^hole  tenements  away, 
^■^  Fling  time,  health,  fame — yet  call  it  Play  ! 
K  3 
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*'  Till,  by  advice  of  fpecial  friends, 
* ■  The  titled  dupe  a  (harper  ends ;  336 

''  Or  if  Ibnie  drop  of  noble  blood 
*'  Remains,  not  quite  defilM  to  mud, 
*'  The  wretch,  unpityM  and  alone, 
"  Leapi  headlong  to  the  world  unknown  V"  334. 


ZEPHYR  : 

OR, 

THE  STRATAGEM. 

Egregian  vero  liudem  et  Tpelia  amplareferti 
Una  dola  Divum  fi  fcrmina  vifta  duorum  eft. 


^^e  argiunettt. 

A  certain  young  lady  was  furprifed,  on  horfeback,  by  a  violent  ftorm  of 
•wind  and  rain  from  the  fouth-weft^,  which  made  her  difmoiict  fomewhat 
precipitately. 

TKE  god  In  whofe  gay  train  appear 
Thoic  gales  that  wake  the  purple  year. 
Who  lights  up  health,  and  bloom,  and  grace. 
In  Nature's  and  in  Mira's  face  ; 

To  fpeak  more  plain,  the  Weftem  wind,  5 

Had  lien  this  brighreft  of  her  kind  ; 
Had  feen  her  oft'  with  frefli  furprlfe, 
And  ever  with  defiring  eyes. 
Much  by  her  (hape,  her  look,  her  air, 
DKUnguifh'd  from  the  vulgar  iair,  10 

More  by  the  meaning  foul  that  fhines 
Thro'  ail  her  channs,  and  all  refines  : 
Born  to  command,  yet  tum'd  to  pleale. 
Her  form  is  dignity  with  eale  : 

Then — fuch  a  hand  and  fuch  an  ami  1 5 

As  Age  or  Impotence  might  warm  ! 
Juft  fuch  a  leg  too.  Zephyr  knows. 
The  Medicean  Venus  (hows. 

So  far  he  (ees,  (b  far  admires  j 
Each  charm  Is  fuel  to  his  fires  :  20 

But  other  charms,  and  thofe  of  price, 
Tliat  tomi  the  bounds  of  Paradile, 
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Can  thofe  an  equal  praife  command. 

All  turn'd  by  Nature's  finelt  hand  ? 

Is  all  the  confecrated  ground  25 

With  plumpneis  firm,  with  iinoothnefs  round  ? 
The  world  but  once  one  Zeuxis  £iw 

A  fauMels  form  who  darM  to  draw. 

And  then,  that  ?dl  might  perfe6l  be. 

All  rounded  ofF  in  due  degree,  30 

To  furnifh  out  the  matchleis  piece 

Wei-e  rifled  half  the  toafts  of  Greece  : 

'Twas  Pitt's  white  neck,  'twas  Delia's  thigh, 

'Twas  Waldegrave's  iweetly  brilliant  eye  j 

'Twas  gentle  Pembroke's  eafe  and  grace,  3  5 

And  Hervey  lent  her  maiden-face  : 

But  dares  he  hope  on  Britiili  gi'ound 

That  ihele  may  all  in  one  be  tbund  ? 
Thefe  chiefly  that  ftill  fhun  his  eye  ? 
He  knows  not,  but  he  means  to  try,  40 

Aurora  riung  frefli  and  gay 
Gave  promife  of  a  golden  day. 

Up  with  her  fifter  Mira  role 
Four  hours  before  our  London  beaux  j 
For  thele  are  itill  afleep  and  dead,  45 

Save  Arthur's  ions — not  yet  in  bed. 
A  role  impearl'd  with  orient  dew. 
Had  caught  the  paflUng  fair- one's  view  ; 
To  pluck  the  bud  he  faw  her  lloop. 
And  tiy'd,  behind,  to  heave  her  hoop  j  50 

Then,  while  acrols  the  daify'd  lawn 
She  turn'd,  to  feed  her  milk- white  fawn. 
Due  eaftwaid  as  her  ftieps  flie  bore, 
Would  fwell  her  petticoat  before. 

Would  fubtly  Ileal  his  face  between,  55 

To  fee — what  never  yet  was  feen  ! 
"  And  fure  to  fan  it  with  his  wing 
*'  No  nine-month  fymptom  e'er  can  bring  j 
*'  His  aim  is  but  the  nympth  to  pleafe, 
**  Who  daily  courts  his  cooling  breeze."  60 

But  liftening,  fond  believing  Maid  ! 

When  Love,  foft  traitor  !  would  perfuade, 
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With  all  the  moving  flcill  and  grace 

Of  praftis'd  paffion  in  his  face, 

Dread  his  approach,  diftmlt  your  pow'r—  65 

For,  oh !  there  is  one  fnepherd's  hour  j 

And  tho'  he  long  hi^  aim  to  cover, 

?vlay  with  the  friend  difguife  the  lover. 

The  fenfe  or  nonfenle  of  his  wooing 

Will  but  adore  you  into  ruin.  70" 

But  for  thole  butterflies,  the  beaux, 

Who  buzz  around  in  tinfel  rows, 

Shake  them  off,  witlv  quick  difdain  j 

Where  infefcs  fettle  they  will  ftain. 

'Thus  Zephyr  oft'  the  nymph  affail'd,  7  5 

As  oft^  his  little  arts  had  fail'd ; 
The  folds  of  filk,  the  ribs  of  whale. 
Refilled  ftiU  his  feeble  gale. 
With  thefe  repuUes  vex'd  at  heart. 
Poor  Zephyr  has  recourfeto  art,  80 

And,  his  own  weaknels  to  fupply. 
Calls  in  a  brother  of  the  Iky,  ^ 
The  iiide  South-weft,  whofe  mlldeft  play 
Is  war,  mere  war,  the  Ruffian  way  j 
A  tempefl-maker  by  his  trade,  85 

Who  knows  to  rayifh,  not  periiiade. 
The  terms  of  their  aerial  league. 
How  firft  to  harafs  and  fatigue, 
Then,  found  on  fome  remoter  plain. 
To  ply  her  clofe  with  wind  and  rain  :  r/y 

Thefe  terms,  writ  fair,  and  feal'd  and  fign'd, 
Should  W^ebb  or  Stukely  wiih  to  find. 
Wife  antiquaries,  who  explore 
All  that  has  ever  pafs"d— and  more, 
Tho'  here  too  tedious  to  be  told, 
Are  yonier  in  fome  cloud  enroird, 
Thofe  floating  regifters  in  air  j 
So  let  them  mount,  and  read  them  thcrs. 

The  f  rand  alliance  thus  agreed. 
To  inftant  aftion  they  proceed  ;  ico 

For  'tis  in  war  a  maxim  known, 
As  Pruflia's  monarch  well  has  ihown. 
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To  break  at  once  upon  your  foe. 

And  ftrike  the  firil  preventive  blow. 

With  Toro's  lungs  in  Tcro's  form,  105 

Whole  very  Hovvd'ye  is  a  ftonn, 

The  dread  South-weft  his  part  begun : 

Thick  clouds,  extinguiftiing  the  iun. 

At  his  command  from  pole  to  pole 

Dark  fp reading,  o'er  the  fair-one  roll,  no 

Who,  preffing  now  her  fav'rite  fteed, 

Adorn'd  the  pomp  flie  deigns  to  lead. 

O  Mira!  to  the  future  blind, 
Th'  infidious  foe  is  dole  behind  : 
Guard,  guard  your  trealure,  while  you  can,  115 

Unlels  this  god  Ihould  be  the  man. 
For,  lo !  the  clouds,  at  his  known  call, 
Are  clofuig  round — they  burll !  they  fall ! 
While  at  the  charmer,  all  aghaft. 
He  pours  whole  winter  in  a  blaft  ;  1 20 

Nor  cares,  in  his  impetuous  mood, 
li  natives  founder  on  the  flood. 
If  Britain's  coall  be  left  as  bare* 
As  he  refolves  to  leave  the  fair. 

Here  gods  refemble  human  breed,  '  125 

The  world  be  damn'd — lb  they  fucceed. 

Pale,  trembling,  from  her  fteed  Ihe  fled. 
With  filk,  lawn,  linen  round  her  head, 
And  to  the  fawns  who  fed  above 

Unveil'd  the  laft  recefs  of  Love  :  1 30 

Each  wond'ring  fawn  was  feen  to  bound*. 
Each  branchy  deer  o^erleap'd  his  mound. 
At  light  of  that  fequefter'd  glade, 
In  all  its  light,  in  all  its  Ihade, 

Which  rifes  there  for  wifeft  ends :  135 

To  deck  the  temple  it  defends. 

Lo  !  gentle  tenants  of  the  grove. 
For  what  a  thoufand  heroes  Ib'ove, 
When  Europe,  Alia,  botli  in  arms, 
Difputed  one  fair  lady's  charms,  140 

♦  The  very  day  on  which  the  fleet  under  Admiral  Hawke  was  blown  into 
TcrbAy.    Mallet. 

*  Immenjorherbarum  quos  eft  mir^ta  juvenca,    P'irg.       ^ 
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The  war  pretended  Helen's  eyes*, 
But  this,  believe  it,  was  the  prize ; 
Tliis  rouzM  Achilles'  mortal  ire, 
This  ftiTing  his  Homer's  epic  lyre, 
Gave  to  the  world  La  Mancha's  Knight,  143 

And  IHU  makes  bulls  and  heroes  fight. 

Yet  tho'  the  dillant  conlcious  Mule 
This  airy  rape  delighted  views, 
Yet  fhe  tor  honour  ooiides  her  lays, 
Enjoying  it  dildains  to  praile.  1 50 

It"  Frenchmen  always  fight  with  odds, 
Are  they  a  pattern  for  the  gods  ? 
Gan  Ruflia,  can  th'  Hungarian  Vampiref 
With  whom  caft  in  the  Swedes  and  Empire  j 
Can  four  liich  pow'rs,  wlio  one  affail,  155 

Delerve  our  praife  fhould  they  prevail  ? 
O  mighty  triumpli !   high  renown  ! 
Two  gods  have  brought  one  mortal  downj- 
Have  clubb'd  their  forces  in  a  ftorm 
To  ftrip  one  helplefs  female  form  !  160 

Strip  her  ftark  naked,  yet  confeis 
Such  charms  are  Beauty's  faireft  drefs,- 

But,  all  inlenfible  to  blame. 
The  fky-born  ravifliers  on  flame 

Enchanted  at  the  proi'pefl  ftood,  165 

And  kils'd  with  rapture  what  they  view'd. 
Sleek  S**r  too  had  done  no  lefs. 
Would  paribns  here  the  truth  confefs  j 
Nay,  one  briik  peer,  yet  all-alive. 
Would  do  the  fame  at  eighty-five|.  17a 

But  how,  in  colours  foftly-bright. 
Where  ftrengih  and  harmony  unite, 
To  paint  the  limbs  that  fairer  fliow 
Than  MaiTalina's  borrow'd  fnow; 
To  paint  the  rofe  that,  thro'  its  Ihade,  173 

With  theirs  one  human  eye  furvey'd  j 

»  Et  fuit  ante  Helenerr,  ^c.  Hor. 

+  A  cert;!in  rnifchievous  demon  that  delights  much  in  human  blood,  of 
wi-iom  there  are  many  ftories  told  in  Hungary.    Mallet. 

t  We  believe  there  is  a  miftake  in  this  reading,  forrhe  perfon  beft  inform- 
'i  And  niOit  concerned  aiTures  us  that  it  fliould  be  only  feventy-five.  Ma:''-- 
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Would  gracious  Phoebus  tell  me  how, 
Would  he  the  genuine  draught  avow, 
The  Mule,  a  lecond  Titian  then, 
To  Fame  might  conlecrate  her  pen.  i8o 

That  Titian  Nature  gave  of  old 
The  queen  of  Beauty  to  behold. 
Like  Mira  unadorned  by  drefs, 
But  all  complete  in  nakednefs. 

Then  bade  his  eniulating  art  i  S  5 

Thofe  wonders  to  the  world  iinpart ; 
Around  the  ready  Graces  ftand, 
"  With  each  a  penil  in  her  hand*;"" 
J)ach  heightening  ftroke,  each  happy  line, 
Awakes  to  life  the  form  divine,  190 

Till,  rais'd  and  rounded  ev'ry  charm, 
And  all  with  youth  immortal  wami. 
He  fees,  fcarce  crediting  his  eyes, 
He  fees  a  brighter  Venus  rile ! 

But,  to  the  gentle  Reader's  coft.  195 

His  pencil  with  his  life  was  loft  j 
And  Mira  mufl  contented  be 
To  live  by  Ramfay  and  by  me. 
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"np WAS  at  the  filent  folemn  hour 

L     When  night  and  morning  meet, 
In  glided  Margaret's  grimly  ghoft, 
And  ftood  at  Williams's  feet. 

II. 
Her  face  was  like  an  April  morn 
Clad  In  a  wlntiy  cloud, 
And  clay-cold  was  her  lily  hand 
That  held  her  iableflu'oud. 

III. 
So  fhall  the  falreft  face  appear 
When  youth  and  years  are  flown  5  1 

■»  This  line  is  fupplied  to  perfeft  the  fenfe  and  rhyme,    It  is  Offittco 
the  editioa  by  the  bookfellers  ofi773. 
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Such  is  the  robe  that  kings  muft  wear 
When  Death  has  reft  their  crown. 

IV. 
Her  blcom  was  like  the  ipringing  flower 
That  lips  the  filver  dew  j 

The  role  was  budded  in  her  cheek,  1 5 

Jufl  opening,  to  the  view. 

V. 
But  Love  had,  like  the  canker-worm, 
Confum'd  her  eai-ly  prime  : 
The  role  grew  pale,  and  left  her  clieek  5 
She  dy'd  before  her  time.  20 

VI. 
"  Awake!"  fhe  cryM,  "  thy  true  love  calls, 
*'  Come  from  her  midnight  gi'avej 
*'  Now  let  thy  pity  hear  the  maid 
*'  Thy  love  refused  to  fave. 

VII. 
'*  This  is  the  dumb  and  dreary  hour  2  5 

**  When  injured  g^oft s  complain, 
"  When  yawTiing  graves  give  up  their  dead 
*'  To  haunt  the  faithlefs  fwain. 

VIII. 
"  Bethink  thee,  William!  of  thy  fault, 
*•  Thy  pledge  and  broken  oath,  30 

*'  And  give  me  back  my  maiden  vow, 
'*  And  give  me  back  my  troth. 

IX. 
*'  Why  did  you  promife  love  to  me, 
*'  And  not  that  promiie  keep? 

*'  Why  did  you  fwear  my  eyes  were  bright,  35 

*'  Yet  leave  thole  eyes  to  weep? 

X. 
*'  Kow  could  you  fay  my  face  was  fair, 
"  An  i  yet  that  face  forlake  ? 
*'  How  could  you  win  my  virgin  heart, 
**  Yet  leave  that  heart  to  break  ?  4"^ 

XI. 
**  Why  did  you  fay  my  lip  was  fvveet, 
**  And  made  the  fcarlet  pale  ? 


WILLIAM    AND    MARGARET.  105 

"  And  why  did  I,  young  vvitlels  maid ! 
"  Believe  the  flattering  tale  ? 

xir. 

*'  That  face,  alas  I  no  more  is  fair,  45 

'*  Thofe  lips  no  longer  red : 

*'  Dark  ai'e  my  eyes,  nowclos'd  in  death, 

*'  And  ev'ry  chai-m  is  fled. 

XIII. 
*'  The  hungry  worm  my  filler  is; 
*' This  winding Iheet  I  wear;  50 

*'  And  cold  and  weary  laits  our  night, 
*'  Till  that  laft  mom  appear. 

XIV.      ' 
"  But,  hark  !  the  cock  has  warnM  me  hence; 
*'  A  long  and  late  adieu  ! 

**  Come  lee,  falfe  Man!  how  low  flie  lies  55 

*'  Whody'd  for  love  of  you." 

XV. 
The  lark  fung  loud,  the  morning  fmil'd 
With  beams  of  rofy  red ; 
Pale  William  quak'd  in  ev'ry  limb. 
And  raving  left  his  bed.  60 

XVI. 
He  hy'd  him  to  the  fatal  place 
Where  MargYet's  body  lay, 
Andftretch'd  him  on  the  green- grafs  turf 
That  wrapped  her  breathleis  clay. 

XVII. 
And  thrice  he  call'd  on  Mai-gVet's  name,  65 

And  thrice  he  wept  full  fore, 
Then  laid  his  cheek  to  her  cold  grave, 
And  word  fpoke  never  more  * !  68 

♦  In  a  corned)'  of  Fletcher,  called  The  Knight  of  the  Burning  Piftle,  old 
Merrythought  enters  repeating  the  rollowing  verfes  : 

When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight, 

And  all  were  faft  afleep. 

In  came  Marg'r.t's  griiij/  &hoft, 

Audftocd  at  William's  feet. 
This  was,  probably,  the  beginning  of  feme  ballad  commonly  known  at  the 
time  when  that  author  wrote,  and  is  all  of  ir,  I  belivt,  that  is  any  where  to 
be  met  with.  Thefe  line";,  naked  of  ornnment,  and  (imple  as  they  are,  llraclc 
jny  fancy,  and  bringing  frclh  into  my  ir.ind  an  unhappy  adventure  much  talk- 
ed of  formerly,  gave  birth  to  the  foregoing  Poem,  which  was  written  many 
years  ago.    Mallet. 

An  elegant  .Latin  imitation  of  this  ballad  is  priated  in  the  Works  of  Vin- 
cent Bourue.  f 
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Mark  it  Cefario,  it  is  true  and  plain; 

The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun. 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones 

Do  ule  to  chaunt  it:  it  is  filly  footh, 

And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love 

Like  the  old  age.  SHAKESP.  TWELFTH  NIGHT, 

I. 

FAR  in  the  windings  of  a  vale, 
Fall  by  a  fhelt-ring  wood, 
The  late  retreat  of  Health  and  Peace, 
An  humble  cottage  liood : 

II. 
There  beauteous  Emma  flourilh'd  fair  5' 

Beneath  a  mother's  eye, 
Whole  only  wifh  on  earth  was  now 
To  fee  herblefs'd  and  die. 

III. 
The  fofteft  blufli  that  Nature  fpreads. 
Gave  colour  to  her  cheek  5  i  o 

«  ZxtraStof  a  letter  from  the  curate  af  Bo-wtiy  in  Torkjhire,  9«  thefutjeCl  tfikh 
Poem.  To  Mr.  Capfertbwatte,  at  Marrict. 
WORTHY  SrR, 
*'  As  to  the  affair  mentioned  in  your's,  it  happened  long  before  my  time:  1 
5'  have  theiefore  been  obliged  to  confult  my  clerk,  and  anoUier  perfoii  in  the 
*'  neighbourhcid,  for  the  truth  rf  that  melancholy  event.  The  hirtory  of  jr  is 
*'  as  fellow-.  The  family-name  of  the  young  man  was  PVrightJoni  ^nd  of  the 
"  maiden  R<«7t(7j.  They  were  both  much  of  the  fame  age,  that  i?,  growing 
»'  up  to  twenty.  In  their  birth  was  no  difpariiy;  but  in  fortune,  alas!  fte 
*'  was  his  iriferior.  Kis  father,  a  hard  old  man,  who  had  by  his  toil  acquired  a 
*'  hanrifome  competcncy,expe^ted  and  required  that  his  fon  Ihoulri  marry  fuitablj-^ 
•'  but  as  amor  vincit  omniay  bis  heart  was  unalterably  fixed  on  the  pretty  yourg 
*'  creature  already  named.  Theirccurtihip,  which  was  all  by  ftealth,  unknown 
*'  to  the  family,  continued  about  a  year  :  wl;en  it  was  found  out,  olri  Wright- 
*'  fon,  his  wife,  and  particularly  their  crooked  daughter  Hannah,  flouted  at 
•'  the  maiden,  and  treated  her  with  notable  contempt;  for  they  held  it  as  a 
*'  maxim,  and  a  rufiic  cne  it  is,  '  that  blood  is  nothing  without  groats.'  The 
*'  young  lover  fickened,  and  took  to  his  bed  about  Shro\  e-Tuefrtay,  Ejid  died  tJie 
"  Sunday  fe'eimight  after.  On  the  laft  day  of  his  illnefs  he  defired  to  fee  his 
*'  miftrefs:  (he  wa=  civilly  received  by  the  mother,  who  bid  her  welcome— 
*'  when  it  was  too  late  ;  but  her  dauf  hter  Hannah  lay  at  his  back  to  cut  them 
*'  off  fi-om  all  opportunity  of  exchant.ing  their  thoughts.  At  her  return  home, 
*'  on  hearing  the  bell  toll  out  for  his  departure,  fhe  fcreamed  aloud  that  her 
•'  heart  was  burft,  and  expired  feme  moments  after.  The  then  curare  of 
"  Bowe?»  inferred  it  in  the  regii^er  that  they  both  tt'teti  of  love,  and  were  bu- 
*'  ried  in  the  fame  grave,  March  is,  1714.     I  am, 

*'  Dear  Sir, 

"  Your's,  (fee." 

•  Bowes  is  a  fmall  village  in  Yorkfhire,  where,  informer  times,  the  Xarls 
ef  Richmond  had  a  caftle.  It  ftands  on  the  edge  of  that  mountainous  tratt 
pamed  by  the  neighbouring  people  Stanemorey  which  is  always  expofed  to 
y-'ina  and  weather,  Uslolate  and  foliury  throughout.  CAMD.  ERII;. 
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Such  orient  colour  liniies  thro'  Heav'n 
When  vernal  mornings  break. 
IV. 
r>Jor  let  the  pride  of  great  ones  fcorn 
This  chamicr  of  the  plains  ; 

That  lun  who  bids  their  diamond  blaze,  1 5 

To  paint  our  lily  deigns. 

Long  had  ilie  fiU'd  each  youth  with  love. 

Each  maiden  with  delpair. 

And  tho'  by  all  a  wonder  own'd, 

Yet  knew  not  (he  was  fair  j  20 

VI. 
Till  Edwin  came,  the  pride  of  fwains ! 
A  Ibul  devoid  of  art, 
And  from  whole  eye  ferenely  mild, 
Shone  forth  the  feeling  heart. 
VII. 
A  mutual  flame  was  quickly  caught,  25 

Was  quickly  too  reveal'd, 
For  neither  bofom  lodged  a  wilh 
That  virtue  keeps  conceal'd. 

VIII. 
What  happy  hours  of  home-felt  bllfs 
Did  love  on  both  bellow  !  30 

But  blifs  too  mighty  long  to  laft 
Where  fortune  proves  a  foe. 

IX. 
His  filler,  who  like  Envy  form'd, 
Like  her  in  mischief  joy'd, 

To  work  them  hamr,  with  wicked  Ikili  35 

Each  darker  art  employed. 

X. 
The  father  too,  a  fordid  man! 
•  Who  love  nor  pity  knew, 
Was  all-unfeeling  as  the  clod 
From  whence  his  riches  grew.  40 

^XI. 
Long  had  he  feen  their  fecret  ilamfi 
And  leen  it  long  unmov'd  •■, 

L  z 
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Then  with  a  father's  frown  at  laft 
Iiad  ili;rniydii'approvM. 

XII. 
In  Eciwln's  gentle  heart  a  war  45 

Of  diff 'ring  paflions  ftrove; 
His  hca.t,  that  durit  not  difobey 
Yet  could  not  ceafeto  love. 

XIII. 
Deny'd  her  fight,  he  oft  behind 

The  iprtadlng  hawthorn  crept,  50 

To  inatch  a  glance,  to  mark  the  fpot 
Where  Emma  walk'd  and  wept. 

IV. 
Oft',  too,  on  Sianemore's  wintry  wafte, 
Beneath  .he  moonlight  ftiade, 

In  figho  to  pour  hii  ibrten'd  foul  55 

The  .nidnight  mourner  ftray'd. 
XV. 
His  cheek,  where  health  with  beauty  glow'd, 
A  d.'?.  Jly  pule  o'ercaft  j 
So  fades  the  fre(h  role  in  its  prime 
Before  Lhr  northern  blaft.  60 

XVI. 
The  parents  now,  with  late  remorfe, 
Hung  o'er  his  dying  bed, 
And  wearitd  Heav'n  with  fruitlefs  vows, 
And  fruiclefs  forrow  fhed. 

XVII. 
"  'Tis  pall,"  he  cry'd,— '*  but  if  your  fouls  6^ 

**  Sw-et  m.ercy  yet  can  move, 
*'  Let  thefe  dim  eyes  once  more  behold 
*'  What  they  muft  ever  love." 
XVIII. 
She  came ;  his  cold  hand  foftly  touch'd. 
And  bath'd  with  many  a  tear :  70 

Faft  falling  o'er  the  primrofe  pale 
So  raoraing  dews  appear. 

XIX. 
But,  oh!  his  fifter's  jealous  care, 
A  cruel  filler  flic  ! 
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VERSES,    &Ci 

Fo)-bade  what  Emma  came  to  lay,  75 

*' My  Edwin!  live  forme." 
XX. 
Now,  homeward  as  fhe  hopeleis  wept 
The  churchyard  path  aloni^, 
The  bhift  blew  cold,  the  dark  owl  Icream'd 
Her  lover's  fun'ral  long.  go 

xxr. 

Amid  the  fallhig  gloom  of  night 

Her  ftartling  fancy  found 

Inev'ry  bufh  his  hov'ring  fliade. 

His  groan  in  ev'ry  found. 

XXII. 

Alone,  appall'd,  thus  had  flie  pafs 'd  85 

The  vifionary  vale — 

When,  lo !  the  death-bell  fmote  her  ear. 

Sad  founding  in  the  gale. 

XXIII. 
Juft  then  fhe  reached  with  trembling  fttp, 
Her  aged  mother's  door — •  <^z 

*'  He's  gone!"  ftie  cry'd,  "  and  I  rhall  fee 
**  That  angel  face  no  more ! 

XXIV. 
*'  I  feel,  I  feel,  this  breaking  heart 
"  Beat  high  againft  my  fide---"" 
From  her  white  ann  down  funk  her  head : 
She  ftiiv'ring  figh'd  and  dy'd.  96 

VERSES 

PRESENTED    TO    THE    PRINCE    OF    ORANGE, 

On  his  ^ijiting  Oxford  in  the  year  1734. 

RECEIVE,  lov'd  Prince!  the  tribute  of  our  praife, 
This  haily  w'elcome  in  unfiiliftl'd  lays : 
At  beft,  the  pomp  of  fong,  the  paint  of  art, 
Diiplay  the  genius,  but  not  fpeak  the  heart  5 
And  oft',  as  ornament  muft  truth  iupplyi  5 

Are  but  the  fplendid  colouring  of  a  lie. 
Thefe  need  hot  here  :  for  to  a  foul  like  thine 
Truth  plain  and  fimple  will  more  lovely  Ihinei 
i-     3 
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The  truly  good  but  wifh  the  verfe  fincere  ; 
They  court  no  flatt'iy  who  no  cenfure  fear.  lo 

Such  NafTau  Is,  the  faireft,  gentleft  mind. 
In  bloommg  youth  the  Titus  of  mankind. 
Crowds  who  to  hail'  thy  wifli'd  appearance  ran. 
Forgot  the  prince,  topraileand  love  the  man. 
Such  fenfe  with  Iweetnefs,  grandeur  mix'd  with  eafe  ! 
Our  nobler  youth  will  learn  of  thee  to  pleafe  :  16 

Thy  bright  example  fliall  our  world  adorn, 
And  charm  in  gracious  princes  yet  unborn. 

Nor  deem  this  verfe  from  venal  art  proceeds. 
That  vice  of  courts,  the  foil  for  baneful  weeds.         20 
Here  candour  dwells,  here  honeft  truths  are  taught, 
To  guide  and  govern,  not  dilguife,  the  thought. 
See  thefe  enlightened  fages  who  prefide 
O'er  Learning's  empire  j  lee  the  youth  they  guide  ! 
Behold  all  faces  are  in  transport  dreft  !  z$ 

But  thofe  moll  wonder  who  diicem  thee  heft. 
At  fight  of  thee  each  free-born  heart  receives 
A  joy  the  fight  of  princes  rarely  gives. 
From  tyrants  fprung,  and  oft'  themfelves  defignM 
By  Fate  the  future  Neroes  of  their  kind  :  30 

But  tho'  thy  blood,  we  know,  tranfmittcd  fprings 
From  laurell'd  heroes  and  from  warrior  kings. 
Thro'  that  high  feries  we  delighted  trace 
The  friends  of  liberty  and  human  race! 

Oh!  bom  to  glad  and  animate  our  Ifle  !  35 

For  thee  our  heav'ns  look  pleas'd,  our  feafons  fmlle  j 
For  thee,  late  object  of  our  tender  tears, 
Wlien  thy  life  droop'd  and  Britain  was  in  teai'S, 
All -cheering  Health,  the  goddefs  rofy-fair. 
Attendee!  by  foft  funs  and  vernal  air,  40 

Sought  thofe  fam'd  fprings  *  where,  each  affliclive  hour, 
Diieafe,  and  age,  and  pain,  invoke  her  pow'r  : 
She  came,  and  wliile  to  thee  the  current  flows, 
Pour'd  all  herfelf,  and  in  thy  cup  arofe  ; 
Hence  to  thy  cheek  that  inlbant  bloom  deriv'd  I  45 

Hence  with  thy  health  the  weeping  world  reviv'd ! 

♦  Bath. 


VERSES,  &C.  Ill 

Proceed  to  emulate  thy  race  divine  ; 
A  life  of  a6lion  and  of  prail'e  be  thine  ! 
AflTert  the  titles  genuine  to  thy  blood, 
By  nature  daring,  but  by  realbn  good.  50 

So  great,  lb  glorious,  thy  forefathers  fhone. 
No  fon  of  their's  muil  hope  to  live  unknown  : 
Their  deeds  will  place  thy  virtue  full  in  fight. 
Thy  vice,  if  vice  thou  haft,  in  ftronger  light. 
If  to  thy  fair  beginnings  nobly  true,  5  5 

Think  what  the  world  may  claim,  and  thou  muft  do: 
The  honours  that  already  grace  thy  name 
Have  fix'd  thy  choice,  and  force  thee  into  fame  : 
Ev'n  ftie,  bright  Anna !  whom  thy  worth  has  won, 
Infpires  thee  what  to  feek  and  what  to  fhun  ;  60 

Rich  in  all  outward  grace,  th'  exalted  fair 
Makes  the  fouPs  beauty  her  peculiar  care. 
O !  be  your  nuptials  crownM  with  glad  Increafe 
Of  fons  in  war  renown'd,  and  great  in  peace  j 
Of  daughters  fair  and  faithful,  to  fiipply 
The  patriot  race,  till  Nature's  felf  fliall  die !  CG 

VERSES 

Occajioned  hy  Dr.   Tracer'' s  rebuilding  part  of  the  Uni' 
'verjity  of  Aberdeen. 

IN  times  long  paft,  ere  Wealth  was  Learning's  foe, 
Anddar'd  delpife  the  worth  he  would  not  know  j 
Ere  mitred  Pride,  which  arts  alone  had  rais'd, 
Thofe  very  arts  in  others  law  unprais'd  j 
Friend  to  mankind*,  a  prelate  good  and  great  5 

The  Mufes  courted  to  this  fafe  retreat ; 
Flx'd  each  fair  virgin,  decent,  in  her  cell. 
With  learned  Lellure  and  with  Peace  to  dwell. 
The  fabric  fini/h'd,  to  the  fov'relgn's  famef , 
His  own  neglefting,  he  transferred  his  claim  :  1  c 

Here  by  fucceffive  worthies  well  was  taught 
Whatever  enlightens  or  exalts  tlie  thought : 
With  labour  planted,  and  improv'd  with  care, 
The  various  tree  of  knowledge  fiotuifli'd  fair  j 

»  Biihop  Elphindon. 
f  Calling  it  King's  College,  in  compliment  to  Jameo  IV. 
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Mild  and  feiene  the  kindly  lealbns  roird,  15 

And  Science  long  enjoy 'd  her  Age  of  Gold. 

Now,  dire  reverie !  impair''d  by  lapfc  ol  years, 
A  tailing  walle  the  Mules'  feat  appears. 
OVr  her  grey  roofsj  with  baneful  ivy  bound, 
Time,  fure  deftroyer,  walks  his  boftile  round  :  20 

Silent  and  flow,  and  ceaklefs  in  his  toil. 
He  mines  each  wall,  he  moulderi^  ev'iy  pile ! 
Ruin  hangs  hov'ringo'er  the  fated  place. 
And  dumb  Oblivion  comes  with  mended  pace. 

Sad  Learning's  Genius,  with  a  father's  fear,  25 

Beheld  the  total  defoiation  near ; 
Beheld  the  Mufes  ftretch  the  wing  to  fly, 
And  fix'd  on  heav'n  his  forrow-ftreaming  eye! 

From  heav'n,  in  that  dark  hour,  commiflion'd   came 
Mild  Charity,  ev'n  there  the  foremolt  name !  30 

Sweet  Pity  flew  before  her,  foftly  bright. 
At  whofe  felt  influence  Nature  fmll'd  with  light. 

"  Hear,  and  rejoice  !" — the  gracious  pow'r  begun — 
"  Already  fir'd  by  me,  thv  fav'rite  fon 
"  This  ruin'd  fcene  remarks  with  hlial  eyes,  35 

'*  And  from  its  fall  bids  fairer  fabrics  rile. 
•'  Ev'n  now,  behold  !  where  cinimbling  fragments  grey, 
**  In  duft  deep-bury 'd,  loft  to  mem'ry,  lay, 
"  The  column  fwells,  the  well -knit  arches  bend, 
"  The  round  dome  widens,  and  the  roofs  alcend  !     40 

*'  Nor  ends  the  bounty  thus;   by  him  bellow'd, 
*'  Here  Science  fliall  her  ricliell  ftores  unload  : 
'*  Whate'er  long-hid  Philolbphy  has  found, 
"  Or  the  Mufe  iimg,  with  living  laurel  crown'd  3 
"  Or  Hiftory  deicry'd,  tar-looking  fage!  45 

*'  In  the  dark  doubtfulnefs  of  diftant  age  ; 
"  Thefe,  thy  beft;  wealth,  with  curious  choice  combin'd  j 
"  Now  treaiiir'd  here,  fliall  form  the  ftudious  mind} 
**  To  wits  unborn  the  wanted  fuccours  give, 
**  And  tire  the  Bard  whom  Genius  means  to  live.     50 

"  But  teach  thy  fons  the  gentle  laws  of  peace  j 
**  Let  lowlelf-love  and  pedant  difcord  ccale: 
••  Their  obje6l  truth,  utility  their  aim, 
"  One  Ibclal  fpirit  reijjn,  in  all  the  fame  : 
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"  Thus  aided,  arts  fhail  with  frefl^  vigour  fhoot,       55 
**  Their  cultur'd  blofloms  ripen  into  fruit, 
"  Thy  faded  ftar  difpenfe  a  brigliter  ray, 
**  And  each  glad  Mufe  renew  her  nobleft  lay."  58 

VERSES 

WRITTEN  FOR,  AND  GIVEN  IN  PRINT  TO,  A  BEGGAR. 

O  MERCY  !  Heaven's  firft  attribute, 
Whofe  care  embraces  man  and  brute, 
Behold  me,  where  I  (liiv'ring  (land  j 
Bid  gentle  Pity  ftretch  her  hand 

To  Want  and  Age,  Difeafe  and  Pain,  5 

That  all  in  one  fad  obje6l  reign. 
Still  feeling  bad,  ftill  fearing  worfe, 
Exillence  is  to  me  a  curfe; 
Yet  how  to  clofe  this  weary  eye  ? 

By  my  own  hand  I  dare  not  die ;  10 

And  Death,  the  friend  of  human  woes. 
Who  brings  the  lad  and  found  repofe, 
Death  does  at  dreadful  diftance  keep, 
And  leaves  one  wretch  to  wake  and  weep.  14 

A  WINTER'S  DAY. 

WRITTEN    IN    A    STATE    OF    MELANCHOLY. 

NOW,  gloomy  Soul:  lookout  ---nowcomes  thy  turn ; 
With  thee  behold  all  ravaged  nature  mourn. 
Hail  the  dim  empire  of  thy  darling  night, 
Tiiat  fpreads  flow-fhading  o'er  the  vaaquilh'd  light. 
Look  out  with  joy;  the  ruler  of  the  day  5 

Faint,  as  thy  hopes,  emits  a  glimmering  ray  j 
Already  exil'd  to  the  utmolt  fky. 
Hither,  oblique,  he  turn'd  his  clouded  eye. 
Lo!  from  the  limits  of  the  wintry  pole 
Mountainous  clouds  in  rude  confufion  roll ;  10 

In  diiinal  pomp,  now  hov'ring  on  their  way, 
Toafick  twilight  they  reduce  the  day. 
And  hark  !  imprifon'd  winds,  broke  loofe,  arife. 
And  roar  their  haughty  triumph  thro'  the  flcies, 
While  the  driven  clouds,  o'er  charged  with  floods  ofrain, 
And  mingled  lightning,  burft  upon  the  plain.  1 6 
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Now  fee  iAd  earth-— like  thine  her  altered  ftatc, 
Like  thee  fhe  mourns  her  fad  reverie  of  fate  I 
Her  liTiile,  her  wanton  looks— -where  are  they  now? 
Faded  her  face,  and  wrapt  in  clouds  her  brow!  zm 

No  more  th'  ungrateful  verdure  of  the  plain, 
No  more  the  weakh-crownM  labours  of  the  iwain  ; 
Thefe  fcenes  ofblifsno  more  upbraid  my  fate. 
Torture  my  pining  thought,  and  roule  my  hate  ; 
The  leaf-clad  foreft  and  the  tufted  grove,  2  5 

Erewhile  the  fafe  retreats  of  happy  love, 
S^ippM  of  their  honours,  naked  now  appear  j 
This  is-— my  Soul!  the  winter  of  their  year: 
^he  little  noify  fongfters  of  the  wing. 
All  Ihlv'ringon  the  bough,  forget  to  fmg.  30 

Hail,  rcv'rend  Silence  1  with  thy  awful  brow, 
Be  Muiic's  voice  for  ever  mute— as  now  5 
Let  no  intrufive  joy  my  dead  repofe 
Difturb— -no  plealiire  difconcert  my  woes. 

In  this  moi's-cover'd  cavern  hopelefs  hid  35 

On  the  cold  cliff  I'll  lean  my  aching  head, 
And,  pleas'd  with  Winter's  walte,  unpitying  fee 
All  nature  in  an  agony  with  me. 
Rough  rugged  rocks,  wet  madhes,  ruin'd  tow'rs, 
Bare  trees,  brown  brakes,  bleak  heaths,  and  rufhy  moors. 
Dead  floods,  huge  catarafts,  tomy  pleas'd  eyes—     4.1 
(Now  I  can  fmile)---in  wild  dilordcr  rij'e5 
And  now,  the  various  dreadfulnefs  combined, 
Black  Melancholy  comes  to  doze  my  mind. 

See  !  Nig]\t's  wifh'd  ihatles  rife  Ipreading  tru-o'  the  air. 
And  the  lone  hollow  gloom  for  me  prepare  1  4.6 

Hail,  folitary  ruler  of  the  grave! 
Parent  of  terrors !  from  thy  dreary  cave  I 
Let  thy  dumb  filence  jnidnightall  the  ground, 
And  ipread  a  welcome  horror  wide  around.—  50 

But  hark!— a  fudden  howl  invades  my  ear!; 
The  phantoms  of  the  dreadful  hour  are  near  j 
Shadows  from  each  dark  cavern  now  combine. 
And  (talk  around,  and  mix  their  yells  with  mine. 

Stop,  flying  Time  !  repofe  thy  reillefs  wing  j  55 

Fix  here— -nor  haftcnto  reftore  thefpring; 
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Fix'd  my  ill  fate,  fo  fix'd  let  winter  be— - 

Let  never  wanton  ieaibn  laugh  at  me.  58 

A  FRAGMENT. 


FAIR  Morn  afcends ;  foft  Zephyr's  wing 
O'er  hill  and  v:ile  renews  the  fpring  j 
Where  Town  profuiely  herb  and  flowY 
Of  balmy  fmell,  of  healing  pow'r, 
Their  fouls  in  fragrant  dews  exhale,  5 

And  breathe  frerti  life  in  ev'ry  gale. 
Here  fpreads  a  green  expanfe  of  plains. 
Where  Iweetly-penfive  Silence  reigns  j 
And  there,  at  utmolt  ftretch  of  eye, 
A  mountain  fades  into  the  (ky ;  ip 

While  winding  round,  diffused  and  deep, 
A  river  rolls  with  founding  fweep. 
Of  human  art  no  traces  near, 
I  feem  alone  with  Nature  here ! 

Here  are  thy  walks,  O  facred  Health!  i  5 

The  monarch's  blifs,  the  beggar's  wealth, 
The  feas'ning  of  all  good  below! 
The  fov'reign  friend  in  joy  or  woe  ! 
O  thou !  moft  courted,  moft  defpis'd. 
And  but  in  abfence  duly  priz'd !  aQ 

Pow'r  of  the  foft  and  roly  face, 
The  vivid  pulfe,  the  vermil  grace. 
The  fpirits  when  they  gayeft  (hine, 
Youth,  beauty,  piealiu-e,  all  are  thine! 
O  fun  of  life!  whofe  heav'nly  ray  25 

Lights  up  and  cheers  our  various  day, 
The  turbulence  of  hopes  and  fears, 
The  ftonn  of  fate,  the  cloud  of  years, 
Till  Nature,  with  thy  parting  light, 
Repofes  late  in  Death's  calm  night :  30 

Fled  from  the  trophy 'd  roofs  ofilate. 
Abodes  of  fplendid  pain  and  hate  ; 
Fled  from  the  couch  where  in  fweet  fleep 
Hot  Riot  would  his  anguifh  fteep. 
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But  tofles  thro'  the  midnight  fhade,  35 

Of  death  of  life  alike  afraid  j 

For  ever  fled  to  fnady  cell, 

Where  Terap'rance,  where  the  Mufes  dwell  j 

Thou  oft'  art  feen,  at  early  dawn, 

Slow-pacing  o'er  the  breezy  lawn  j  40 

Or  on  the  brow  of  mountain  high, 

In  filence  feafting  ear  and  eye 

With  fong  and  profpeft,  which  abound 

From  birds,  and  woods,  and  waters  round. 

But  when  the  fun,  with  noontide  ray,  45 

Flam.es  forth  intolerable  day  j 
W^hile  Heat  fits  fervent  on  the  plain. 
With  Thirll:  and  Languor  in  his  train. 
All  Nature  fick'ning  in  the  blaze. 
Thou,  in  the  wild  and  woody  maze  50 

That  clouds  the  vale  with  umbrage  deep, 
Impendent  from  the  neighboring  fteep, 
Wilt  find  betimes  a  calm,  retreat. 
Where  breathing  Coolnefs  has  her  feat. 

There  plung\i  amid  the  rtiadows  brown,  55 

Imagination  lays  him  down, 
Attentive,  in  his  airy  mood. 
To  ev'iy  murmur  of  the  wood  : 
The  bee,  in  yonder  flow^iy  nook, 

The  chidings  of  the  headlong  brook,  Co 

The  green  leaf  flilv'ring  in  the  gale. 
The  warbling  hill,  the  lowing  vale, 
The  diftant  wcodman's  echoing  fcoke. 
The  thunder  of  the  falling  oak: 

From  thought  to  thought  in  vifion  led,  65 

He  holds  high  converfe  with  the  dead. 
Sages  or  poets.     See  !  they  rife. 
And  fliadowy  ikim  before  his  eyes. 
Hark!  Orpheus ftrikes  the  lyre  again. 
That  Ibften'd  lavages  to  men :  70 

Lo,  Socrates!  the  lent  of  Heav'n, 
To  whom  its  moral  will  was  giv'n: 
Fathers  and  friends  of  human-kind. 
They  fonn'd  the  nations,  or  refin'd  j 
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With  all  that  mends  theht?.d  and  heart,  75 

Enlighc'ning  tnith,  adorning  art. 

Wliiie  thus  I  musM  beneath  the  fhade. 
At  once  the  (bunding  breeze  was  laid. 
And  Nature,  by  the  unknov/n  law. 
Shook  deep  with  reverential  awe.  80 

Dumb  iilence  grew  upon  the  hour, 
A  browner  night  involved  the  bow'r  j 
When,  ifluing  from  the  inmoll  wood. 
Appeared  fair  Freedom's  genius  good. 
O Freedom!  ibv'reignboon  of  Heav'n,  85 

Great  charter  with  our  being  giv'n. 
For  which  the  patriot  and  the  iage 
Have  planned,  have  bled,  thro'  ev'ry  age  i 
High  privilege  of  human  race, 

Beyond  a  mortal  monarch's  grace,  '  90 

Who  could  not  give,  nor  can  reclaim, 
Wliat  but  from  God  immediate  came !  94 

#  *  *  * 

A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 
I. 

YE  midnight  Shads  !  o'er  Nature  fpread 
Dumb  filence  of  the  dreary  hour  j 
In  honour  of  th'  approaching  dead 
Around  your  awful  terrors  pour. 

Yes,  pour  around  5 

On  this  pale  ground. 
Thro'  all  this  deep  furrounding  gloom. 
The  Ibber  thought. 
The  tear  untaught, 
Thofe  meeteft  mourners  at  a  tomb,  10 

II. 
Lo!  as  the  furplic'd  train  draw  near 
To  this  laft  manlion  of  mankind. 
The  flow  (ad  bell,  the  fable  bier, 
In  holy  mulings  wrap  the  mind  I 

And  while  their  beam,  I S 

With  trembling  ilreani, 

M 


Il8  ON    AN    AMOROUS    OLD    MAN, 

Attending  tapers  faintly  dart. 
Each  mouldering  bone. 
Each  iculprur'd  ftone, 
Strikes  mute  inftrnftion  to  the  heart,  •ao 

iir. 

Now  let  the  facred  organ  blow 

With  Ibleinn  pauie  and  ibunding  flow  j 

Now  let  the  voice  due  mealure  keep. 

In  ftrains  that  figh  and  words  that  weep. 

Till  all  the  vocal  current  blended  roll,  25 

Not  to  deprels,  but  lift  the  Ibaring  Ibul. 

IV. 
To  lift  it  in  the  Maker's  praife, 
Who  firft  infomi'd  our  frame  with  breath. 
And  after  Ibme  few  ftoiTny  days 

Now  gracious  gives  us  o'er  to  death.  3© 

No  king  of  fears 
In  him  appears 

Who  fhuts  the  fcene  of  human  woes  ? 
Beneath  his  (hade 

Securely  laid  35 

The  dead  alone  find  true  repofe. 

V, 
Then  while  we  mingle  duft  with  duft, 
To  One  fupremely  good  and  wife 
Raifc  hallelujahs.     God  is  jult, 

And  man  moll  happy  when  he  dies.  40 

His  winter  pall, 
Fair  Spring  at  iaft 
Receives  him  on  her  flovy'r)--  fliore. 
Where  Pleafure's  rofe 
Immortal  blows, 

And  Sin  and  Sorrow  are  no  more.  46 

ON  AN  AMOROUS  OLD  MAN. 

STILL  hov'ring  round  the  fair  at  fixty-four. 
Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  give  o'er; 
Aflefh-fly,  that  jufl  flutters  on  the  wing,  3 

Awake  to  buzz,  but  not  alive  to  lling  ; 
Brilk  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can. 
The  teafing  gholl  of  the  departed  man.  6 


©N  THE  DEATH  OF  LADr  ANiiON^  I  19 

ON  I.  H.  ESQ^ 

THE  youth  had  wit  himfelf,  and  could  afford 
A  witty  neighbour  his  good  word. 
Tho'  fcandal  was  his  joy,  he  would  not  iweai' ; 
An  oath  had  made  the  ladies  Hare. 
At  them  he  duly  drels'd,  but  without  paflion  :  5 

His  only  miftrefs  was  the  fafliion. 
His  verle  with  fancy  glittered,  cold  and  faint  j 
His  profe  with  fenfe  correftly  quaint. 
Trifles  he  lov'd  ;  he  tailed  arts  : 
At  once  a  fribble  and  a  man  of  parts .  i  o 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  LADY  ANSON, 

ADDRESSED  TO  HER  FATHER,  1761. 

OCrown'd  with  honour,  blefs'd  with  length  of  days ! 
Thou  whom  the  wile  revere,  the  worthy  praiie : 
Juft  guardian  of  thofe  laws  thy  voice  explain'd, 
And  meriting  all  titles  thou  haft  galnM — 
Tho'  ftill  the  faireft  from  Heav'n's  bounty  flow,          5 
For  good  and  great  no  monaich  can  beftow  ; 
Yet  thus  of  health,  of  fame,  of  friends,  poflefs'd. 
No  fortune,  Hardwicke!  is  fmcerely  blei's'd: 
All  human-kind  are  fons  of  Sorrow  born  ; 
The  great  muft  fufFer,  and  the  good  muft  mourn.      10 

For  fay,  can  Wiidom's  felf,  what  late  was  thine. 
Can  Fortitude,  without  a  figh  refign  ? 
Ah  !  no  :  when  Love,  when  Reafon,  hand  In  hand. 
O'er  the  cold  urn  conlenting  mourners  ftand. 
The  firmeft  heart  dilTolves  to  (often  here,  15 

And  Piety  applauds  the  falling  tear. 
Thofe  facred  drops,  by  virtuous  Weaknefs  fhed, 
Adorn  the  living,  while  they  grace  the  dead  j 
From  tender  thought  their  fource  unblam'd  they  draw. 
By  Heav'n  approvM,  and  true  to  Nature's  law.        20 

When  his  lov'd  child  the  Roman  could  not  fave, 
Immortal  Tully,  from  an  early  grave*, 
No  common  forms  his  home-felt  paflion  kept, 
The  lage,  the  patriot,  in  the  parent  wept : 

♦  TuUia  died  about  the  age  of  two-and-thirty.  She  is  celebrated  for  ^er 
filial  piety»  and  for  having  added  to  the  ufual  graces  of  her  fex  the  more 
foJid  accompliftiments  of  knowledge  and  polite  letters.    Mallet. 
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And,  O  !  by  grief  allyM,  as  joined  in  fame,  25 

The  fame  thy  lofs,  thy  forrows  are  the  fame. 
She  whom  the  Mufes,  whom  the  Loves,  deplore, 
Ev'n  fhe,  thy  pride  and  pleafure,  is  no  more  j 
In  bloom  of  years,  in  all  her  virtue's  bloom,    ' 
ioft  to  thy  hopes,  and  fiient  in  the  tomb.  30 

O  i'eafon  mark'd  by  mo\irning  and  defpair! 
Thy  b-hfts  how  fatal  to  the  young  and  fair  ! 
For  vernal  fiefhnefs,  for  the  balmy  breeze. 
Thy  tainted  winds  came  pregnant  v/ith  difeafe  ; 
Sick  Nature  funk  before  the  mortal  breath,  35 

That  fcatterM  fever,  agony  and  death. 
What  funerals  have  thy  cruel  ravage  fpread  ! 
What  eves  have  flow'd  !  what  noble  boforas  bledl 

Here  let  Rcfleftlon  fixherfober  view  j 
O  think  who  futfer  and  who  figh  with  you.  40 

See  i-udely  fnatch\l,  in  all  her  pride  of  charms, 
Bright  Granby  from  a  youthnd  hufband's  anns  ! 
In  climes  far  diftant  fee  that  hulband  mourn,. 
His  arms  reversM,  his  recent  laurel  torn! 
Behold  again,  at  Fate''s  imperious  call,  45 

In  one  dread  Inftant  blooming  Lincoln  fall  1 
See-her  iov'd  lord  with  fpeechlsfs  anguidi  bend ! 
And,  mixing  tears  with  his,  thy  nobleft  friend, 
Thy  Pelham,  turn  on  heav''n  his  ftreaming  eve  ; 
Again  in  her  he  fees  a  brother  die  !  50 

And  he  who,  long  unihaken  and  ferene. 
Had  death  in  each  dire  form,  of  terror  feen. 
Thro'  v/orlds  unknown  o>r  unknown  oci^ans  toft. 
By  love  fubdu'd,  now  weeps  a  confort  loft  ; 
Now  lunk  to  fondnefs  all  the  man  appears,  5  5 

His  frcnt  dejeHed,  and  his  foul  in  tears. 

Yet  more  5  nor  thou  the  Mute''s  voice  dlfdain, 
Who  fondly  tries  to  footh  a  father's  pain — 
Let  thy  crhn  eye  furvey  the  fuff'ring  ball, 
See  kingdoms  round  thee  verging  to  their  falU  f-<o 

What  fpring  had  promised  and  what  autumn  vie:  is, 
The  bread  of  thoufands,  ravifh"d  from  tlieir  fields  ? 
See  youth  and  age,  th'  ignoble  and  the  great, 
Swept  to  one  grave,  in  one  proraifcuous  fate  1 


EPIGRAM.  I2i 

Hear  Europe  groan  !  hear  all  her  nations  mourn  !     6^ 
And  be  a  private  wound  with  patience  bome. 

Think  too,  and  realbn  will  confirm  the  thought ; 
Thy  cares  for  her  are  to  their  period  brought. 
Yes  file,  fair  pattern  to  a  failing  age  ! 
With  wit  chaitis'd,  with  fprightly  temper  fage  j         70 
Whom  each  endearing  name  could  recommend, 
Whom  all  become,  wife,  fifter,  daughter,  friend, 
Unwarp'd  by  folly,  and  by  vice  unllaiu'd^ 
The  prize  of  virtue  has  for  ever  gained  ! 
From  life  ellcapM,  and  llife  on  that  calm  fhore  75 

Where  lin,  and  pain,  and  error,  are  no  more  j 
She  now  no  change,  nor  you  no  fear,  can  feel  3 
Death  to  her  fame  has  fix'd  th'  eternal  kal. 

IMPROMPTU, 

On  a  lady  ^ivho  had  paffed  fome  time  in  playing  <^jviik  a 
•v  try  young  child. 

WHY  on  this  lealt  of  little  Milles 
Did  Celia  walte  ib  many  kifles  ? 
Quoth  Love,  who  ftood  behind,  and  fmil'd^ 
She  kifs'dthe  father  in  the  child. 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  PICTURE. 

WITH  no  one  talent  that  deferves  applaufe  ; 
With  no  one  awkwardnefs  that  laughter  draws  \ 
Who  thinks  not,  but  jufl  echoes  what  we  iiay  j 
A  clock  at  morn  wound  up  to  ixin  a  day  5 
His  larum  goes  in  one  lir.ooth  fimple  ftrain  j  5 

He  (lops,  and  then  we  wind  him  up  again  : 
Still  hov'ring  round  the  fair  at  fifty-four, 
Unfit  to  love,  unable  to  give  o'er: 
A  fiefh-fly,  that  juft  flutters  on  the  wing. 
Awake  to  buzz,  but  not  alive  to  fting  j  !• 

Brilk  where  he  cannot,  backward  where  he  can. 
The  teafing  gholf  of  the  departed  man. 

EPIGRAM. 

On  feeing  tvjo perfons  pafs  by  in  ^ccry  different  equipages, 
TN  m.odernas  in  ancient  days, 
-^  Sec  what  the  Mufes  have  to  brag  on  j 


12Z  A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR. 

The  player  In  his  own  poft-chaile, 

The  poet  in  a  carrier"' s  waggon  !  4 

EPIGRAM. 

UYUien  at  Tunbrire  Wells y  1760. 

WHEN  Churchill  led  his  legions  on, 
Succei's  iViil  follow''d  where  he  Ihone, 
And  are  thofe  triumphs,  with  the  dead. 
All  from  his  houl'e  tor  ever  fled  ?  "  4 

Not  {o  5  by  fofter,  furer  arms. 
They  yet  iiirvlve  in  beauty's  channs  j 
For  look  on  blooming  Pembroke's  face, 
Ev'n  now  he  triumphs  in  his  race.  S  ^ ' 

EPIGRx^M. 

On  a  certain  LoriVs  paffionfor  a  finger. 

NERINA's  angel -voice  delights ; 
Nerina's  devil-face  affrightsj 
How  whimfical  her  Stephen's  fate,  "5 

Condemn'd  at  once  to  like  and  hate ! 
But  be  fhe  cruel,  be  fhe  kind. 
Love  I  llrike  her  dumb,  or  make  him  blind.  G 

A  SIMILE  IN  PRIOR. 

Applied  to  the  fame  perfon. 

DEAR  Thomas  !  didft  thou  never  pop 
Thy  head  into  a  tinman's  fnop  ? 
There,  Thomas  !  didft  thou  never  lee — 
■'TIS  but  by  way  of  nmile — 

A  fquiiTel  fpend  its  little  rage  c 

In  jumping  round  a  roiling  cage  ? 
Mov'd  in  the  orb,  pieas'd  with  the  chimes, 
The  foclifh  creature  thinks  it  climbs ; 
But  here  or  these,  turn  wood  or  wire. 
It  never  gets  two  inches  highe*".'  10 

So  fares  it  v/ith  this  little  peer, 
So  bufy  and  fo  buftllng  here  j 
P'or  evei"  flirting  up  and  down. 
And  fr liking  round  his  cage,  the  town. 
A  world  of  nothing  in  hi  3  chat,  1 5 

Of  who  fald  this  and  who  did  that  ? 
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With  fimlles  that  never  hit. 

Vivacity  that  has  no  wit ; 

Schemes  laid  this  hour,  the  next  forfaken  j 

Advice  oft'  aik'd,  but  never  taken  j  20 

Still  whirPd,  by  ev'ry  riling  whim, 

From  that  to  this,  from  her  to  him  j 

And  when  he  hath  his  circle  i-un, 

He  ends — juft  where  he  hril  begun. 

EPITAPH 

ON  MR.  AIKMAN  AND  HIS  ONLY  SON, 
Who  ivere  both  interred  in  the  fame  grave. 

DEAR  to  the  wile  and  good,  dilpraisM  by  none. 
Here  lleep  in  peace  the  father  and  the  fon  ; 
By  virtue,  as  by  nature,  dole  ally'd, 
The  painter's  genius,  but  without  the  pride  ; 
Worth  unambitious,  wit  afraid  to  fhine,  5 

Honour's  clear  light,  and  Friendfiiip's  vv'armth  divine. 
The  fon,  fair  rifmg,  knew  too  fhort  a  date  j 
But,  oh  !  how  more  fevere  the  parent's  fate  ! 
He  law  him  torn,  untimely,  from  his  fide, 
Felt  all  a  father's  anguilh,  v^^ept,  and  dy'd !  10 

EPITAPH  ON  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

THIS  humble  grave  tho'  no  proud  ftrufture  grace. 
Yet  Truth  and  Gocdnefs  fanftify  the  place  ; 
Yet  blamelefs  Virtue,  that  adorn'd  thy  bloom, 
Lamented  Maid  !  now  weeps  upon  thy  tomb. 
O  'Icap'd  from  life  I  O  lale  on  that  calm  fhore  5 

Wliere  fm,  and  pain,  and  pallion,  are  no  more  ! 
What  never  wealth  could  buy,  nor  pow'r  decree, 
Regard  and  Pity  wait  fmcere  on  thee  : 
Lo  !  foft  Remembrance  drops  a  pious  tear, 
And  holy  Friendlhlp  Hands  a  mourner  here.  10 


EPISTLES. 

TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

On  his  fuhlijhing  ihefecond  edition  of  his  poem  called 
Winter. 

CHARMED  aiid  inftrucled  by  thy  powerful  fong. 
I  have,  unjuft,  withheld  my  thanks  too  long  ^  " 
This  debt  of  gratitude  at  length  receive, 
Warmly  fincere,  'tis  all  thy  friend  can  give. 

Thy  worth  new-lights  the  poefs  darken''d  name,     5 
And  lliews  it  blazing  in  the  brightelf  fame. 
Thro'  ail  thy  various  winter  full  are  found, 
Tvlagnificence  of  thought,  and  pomp  of  found, 
Clear  depth  of  feni'e,  expreflion's  heightening  grace. 
And  good ne Is,  eminent  in  povv'r  and  place.  10 

For  this  the  wife,  the  knowing  few,  commend 
With  zealous  joy — for  thou  art  Virtue's  friend: 
Ev'n  Age  and  Truth  fevere,  in  reading  thee. 
That  Heav'n  infplres  the  Mule  convlnc'd  agree. 

Thus  I  dare  fmg  of  merit,  faintly  known,  1 5 

Friendlefs — fupported  by  itfelf  alone  : 
For  thofe  whole  aided  will  could  lift  thee  higk 
In  fortune,  fee  not  with  Difcernment's  eye. 
Nor  place  nor  pow'r  bertows  the  fight  refin'd. 
And  wealth  enlarges  not  the  narrow  mind.  2» 

How  couldft  thou  think  of  fuch  and  write  fo  well  ? 
Or  hope  reward  by  daring  to  excel  ? 
Unfkilful  of  the  age,  untaught  to  gain 
Thofe  favours  which  the  fawning  bafe  obtain, 
A  thoufand  fhameful  arts,  to  thee  unknown,  25 

Falfhood  and  flatt'ry  mull  be  firff  thy  own. 
If  thy  lov'd  country  lingers  in  thy  breaft, 
Thou  muft  drive  out  th'  unprofitable  gueft  ; 
Extinguin-i  each  bright  flame  that  kindles  there, 
And  centre  In  thylelf  thy  every  care.  30 

But  hence  that  vilenefs — oleas'd  to  charm  mankind. 
Cart  each  low  thought  of  inc'rert  far  behind  : 
Neglefled  Into  noble  fcorn — away 
From  that  worn  pata  where  vulgar  poets  ftray  j 
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Tnglorlous  herd !  profufe  of  venal  lays,  35 

And  by  the  pride  defpis'd  they  ftoop  to  praife : 

Thou  !  carelei's  of  the  ftatefman's  fiaile  or  frown, 

Tread  that  ftrait  way  that  leads  to  fair  Renown. 

By  Virtue  Guided,  and  by  Glory  firM, 

And  by  reluftant  Envy  ilow  admirM,  40 

Dare  to  do  well,  and  in  thy  boundlel's  mind 

Embrace  the  gen'ral  welfare  of  thy  kind  ; 

Enrich  them  witii  a  treafure  of  thy  thought. 

What  Heav'n  approves,  and  what  the  Mule  has  taught. 

Where  thy  pow'r  fails,  unable  to  go  on,  45 

Ambitious,  greatly  v/ill  the  good  undone  : 

So  (hall  thy  name  thro""  ages  brighfning  fhine. 

And  diftant  praife  from  worth  unborne  be  thine ; 

So  fhalt  thou,  happy,  merit  Keav'n's  regard. 

And  find  a  glorious,  tho'  a  late  reward.  50 

TO  MIRA. 

FROxM    THE    COUNTRY. 

AT  this  late  hour  the  world  lies  hufh'd  below. 
Nor  Is  one  breath  of  air  av,-ake  to  blov 
Now  walks  mute  Midnight  darkling  o'er  the  plain, 
Reft  and  foft-footed  Silence  in  his  train. 
To  blefs  the  cottage,  and  renew  the  fwain. 
Tliele  all-afleep,  me  all-awake,  they  find  ; 
Nor  reft  nor  filence  charm  the  lover's  mind. 
Already  I  a  thoufand  torments  prove, 
The  thoufand  tomnents  of  divided  love : 
The  rolling  thought,  unpatient  in  the  breaft,  jo 

The  flutt'ring  wifti  on  wing,  that  will  not  reftj 
Defire,  w^hofe  kindled  flames,  undying,  glow, 
Knowledge  of  diftant  blifs  and  prefent  woe; 
Unhufli'd,  unfleeping  all,  v/ith  me  they  dwell, 
Children  of  ab fence,  and  of  loving  well .  1 S 

Thefe  pale  the  cheek  and  cloud  the  cheerlefs  eye. 
Swell  the  fwift  tear,  and  heave  the  frequent  figh  ; 
Theie  reach  the  heart,  and  bid  the  health  decline  % 
And  thefe,  O  Mira !  thefe  are  truly  mine- 


\} 
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She  whofe  fweet  Imiles  would  gladden  all  tlie  grove, 
Whofe  mind  is  mufic,  and  whole  looks  are  love  5      21 
She,  gentle  PowV!  vi^lorious  roftnel's! — She, 
Mil  a  !  is  far  from  hence,  from  love  and  me  j 
Yet  in  my  evVy  tliought  her  form  I  find. 
Her  looks,  her  words — her  world  of  ciiarms  combined  \ 

Sweetnefs  is  her's,  and  unaffe6led  eafe,  z6 

The  native  wit,  that  was  not  taught  to  pleafe. 
Whatever  foffcly  animates  the  face, 
The  eye's  atttmper'd  fire,  the  winning  grace, 
Th'  uniludy'd  fmile,  the  blufh  that  nature  warms,     3» 
And  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms  ! 
Ha !  while  I  gaze  a  thouland  ardours  rife. 
And  my  iir'd  bofora  flafhes  from  my  eyes. 
Oh  !  melting  mildnefs  1       "      "       " 


miracle  of  charms  ! 


Receive  my  foul  within  thofe  folcimg  aims 
On  that  dear  boibm  let  my  wiflits  relt — 
Oh  !  fofter  than  the  turtle's  dov»-ny  bread  ! 
And  fee  !  where  Love  himfelf  is  waiting  near 
Here  let  me  ever  dwell — for  heav'n  is  here  1 


35 
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PROLOGUES,  ^c, 
PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  SIEGE  OF  DAMASCUS, 

Spoken  hy  Lard  San^-wicb. 

WHEN  arts  and  arms,  beneatli  Eliza's  fmile. 
Spread  wide  tlieir  influence  o'er  tliis  happy  ifle, 
A  goWen  reign,  in-icin-s''d  with  party-rage. 
That  foe  to  taice,  and  tyrant  oi  oui"  age  j 
Ere  all  our  learning  in  a  libel  lay,  5 

And  all  our  talk  in  politics  or  play. 
The  ftatefman  oft'  would  Iboth  his  toils  with  wit. 
What  Spencer  lung,  and  Nature's  Shakeipeare  writ  j 
Or  to  the  laurell'd  grove,  at  times,  retire. 
There  woo  the  Muie,  and  wake  the  moving  lyre,      lo 

As  fair  examples,  like  afcending  Morn, 
The  world  at  once  enlighten  and  adorn. 
From  them  diffused  the  gentle  arts  of  peace 
Shot  brightening  o'er  the  land  with  fwift  increale. 
Rough  Nature  ibften'd  into  grace  and  cafe,  1 5 

Senle  grew  polite,  and  Science  fought  to  pleafe. 

Reliev'd  from  yon'  rude  fcene  of  party-din. 
Where  open  Bafenefs  vies  with  fecret  Sin, 
And  fafe  embow'r'd  in  Woburn's  *  aiiy  grove, 
Let  us  recal  the  times  our  talle  approves,  20 

Awaken  to  our  aid  the  Mournful    Mufe, 
Thro'  ev'ry  boibm  tender  thought  intufe. 
Melt  angry  Faclion  into  moral  lenle, 
And  to  his  gueil  a  Bedford's  foul  difpenfe. 

And  now,  while  Spring  extends  herfmiling  reign, 
Green  on  the  mountain,  tiow'ry  in  the  plain  5  26 

While  genial  Nature  breaths  from  hill  and  dale 
Health,  fragrance,  gladnefs,  in  the  living  gale, 
The  various  foftnefs  ftealing  thro'  the  heart, 
Impreffions  fweetly  focial  will  impart.  30 

When  fad  Eudocia  pours  her  hoptlels  woe. 
The  tears  of  pity  will  unbidden  flow  ! 

♦  The    Sisf"  of  Dam.ifcu<;  wa-;  afted  at  Wobiirn  by  the  Puke  of  Bedforrf, 

'*e  F.r.rl  Of  o^uQ^kl-.,  aacl  ictne  orlier  oeribns  ot"   diilinction,  in  the  moiiUi 
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When  erring  Phocyas,  whom  wild  pafhons  blind. 
Holds  up  himfelf  a  mirror  for  mankind. 
An  equal  eye  on  our  own  hearts  we  turn,  3  5 

Where  frailties  lurk,  where  fond  affeftions  burn  ; 
And  conicious  Nature  is  ia  all  the  fame. 
We  mourn  the  guilty,  while  the  guilt  we  blame  !     38 
PROLOGUE 

TO  MR.  THOMSON'S  AGAMEMNON. 

WHEN  this  decifive  night  at  length  appeai-3. 
The  night  of  ev'ry  author's  hopes  and  fear*. 
What  fhifts  to  bribe  applaufe  poor  poets  tiy  1 
In  all  the  forms  of  wit  they  court  and  lie ; 
Thefe  meanly  beg  it  as  an  alms  5  and  thole  5 

By  boallful  bluller  dazzle  and  impofe. 

Nor  poorly  fearful  nor  lecurely  vain, 
Ours  would  by  honell  ways  that  grace  obtain  j 
Would,  as  a  free-born  wit,  be  fairly  try'd. 
And  then — let  candour  fairly  too,  decide.  10 

He  courts  no  friend  who  blindly  comes  to  praiie ; 
He  dreads  no  foe — but  whom  his  faults  may  raife. 

Indulge  a  gen'rous  pride,  that  bids  him  own 
He  aims  to  pleale  by  noble  means  alone  5 
By  what  may  win  the  judgment,  wake  the  heart,     15 
Inipiring  nature,  and  directing  ait ; 
By  fcenes  fo  wrought  as  may  applaufe  command 
More  h-om  the  judging  head  than  thundering  hand. 

Important  is  the  moral  we  would  teach — 
Oh  !  ■  may  this  ifland  pra6f  iie  what  we  preach—         20 
Vice  in  its  firA  approach  with  care  to  Ihun  : 
The  wretch  who  once  engages  is  undone. 
Crimes  lead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  lb  ftraight. 
What  firft  was  accident  at  lait  is  fate : 
Guilt's  haplefs  fervanr  fmks  into  a  Have,  25 

And  Virtue's  lait  fad  ftruggles  cannot  fave. 

*'  As  fuch  our  fair  attempt,  we  hope  to  fee 
*'  Our  judges — here  at  leai^ — from  influence  free  : 
**  One  place — unbiased  yet  by  party  rage — 
*'  Where  only  honour  votes — the  Briti(h  itage.  30 

*'  We  aik  for  juftice,  for  indulgence  fue  ; 
^*  Our  lalt  beft  licence  mult  proceed  from  you."         32 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE  MAiK  OF   BRITANNIA. 

Sj.ohcr:  by  Mr.  Ganick*,  1755,  w  the  charaBcr  of  a  fa'dor  fuddled , 
and  talking  to  Umjif. 

He  E'STERsJinging,  *  Hoix) plcafant  a  failor^ s  life frffes  /' 
'\  T  7ELL,  if  thou  art,  my  boy,  a  little  mellow, 
V  V     A  iailor,  hfllf-fcas  o'er— is  a  pretty  fellow. 
What  cheer,  lio  ?  Do  I  carry  too  much  fail  ? 

{To  the  Fit. 
No — tight  and  trim — I  feud  before  the  gale — 

f  He Jl agger s  for^-Jjard,  then  fiofs , 
But  foftly  tho'  ;  the  velTcl  iecms  to  heel : 
StL-ddy,  my  boy — Ihe  mull  not  fliewher  keel. 
And  now,  thus  bailafted — what  courie  to  fteer  ? 
Shall  I  again  to  fea — and  bang  Mounfeer  ? 
Or  Hay  on  fhore,  and  toy  with  Sal  and  Sue-— 
Doft  love  'em.  Boy  ? — By  this  right  hand  I  do.  10 

A  well-rigg\l  girl  is  fiu'ely  molt  inviting  5 
There's  nothing  better,  faith — fave  flip  and  fighting  : 
For  (hall  \^z  fon's  of  beef  and  freedom  ftoop. 
Or  lower  our  flag  to  ilaveiy  and  foup  ? 
What !  fhall  thefe  Parlyvous  make  fuch  a  racket,      1 5 
And  we  not  lend  a  hand  to  hce  their  jacket  ? 
Still  Ihall  Old  England  be  your  Frenchman's  butt  ? 
Whene'er  he  Ihuffles  we  fliould  always  cut. 
F'll  to  'em,  faith — Avaft — before  I  go — 
Have  I  not  promis'd  Sal  to  fee  the  fliow  ?  10 

SfPidh  out  a  play  hilL 
From  this  fame  paper  we  fliall  undLn^ftaiid 
What  v/ork's  to  night — I  read  your  printed  hand  ! 
But,  firft  refrcili  a  bit — for  faith  I  need  it — 
ril  take  one  fugar-phmi— and  then  I'll  read  it. 

[Takes  fome  tohncco,- 

He  reads  the play-tiU  of  Zara,  which  icas  aFied  that  e-ver.ing. 
At  the  The-atrc-Royal-—Dritry-Lar.e—~iaU  be  prcjenta-ted  a 

tragedy  called —  sarah. 
I'm  glad  is  Sarah — Then  our  Sal  may  fee>.  25  1 

Her  namefake's  tragedy  j  and  as  for  me  "> 

V\\  Ueepas  Ibund  as  if  I  were  at  fea.  J 

♦  S«Jne  ef  ti-.e  Uhss  tco  vers  vrhcfin  Uy  u'tir., 

N 


t^O  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  BROTHERS. 

To  ivhich  ivill  be  added — a  nerjo  Majk, 
Zounds  !  why  a  Malk  ?  We  iailors  hate  grimaces  : 
Above-board  all,  v/e  Icorn  to  hide  our  faces^. 
But  what  is  here,  fo  very  large  and  plain  ?  30 

Bri-ta-nia — oh,  Britannia  ' — good  again — 
Huzza,  Boys  !  by  the  Royal  George  I  Iwear, 
Tom  Coxen  and  the  crew  rtiall  ftraight  be  there. 
All  tree-born  Ibuls  mult  take  Bri-ta-nia's  part,  34 

And  give  her  three  round  cheers  with  hand  and  heart ! 

\_Gomg  off,  he  flops, 
Iwifti  you  landmen,  tho%  would  leave  your  tricks, 
Your  faftions,  parties,  and  damnM  politics  ; 
And,  like  us  honeft  tars,  drink,  fight,  and  ling. 
True  to  yourfelves,  your  countiy,  and  your  king.     39 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  BROTHERS. 

A  TRAGEDY,  BY  DR.  YOUNG. 

TO  woman,  lure,  the  moll  fevere  affli6lion 
Is  from  thel'e  fellows  point  blank  contradi6lion. 
Our  Bard,  without — I  wifli  he  would  appear — 
Ud  !  I  would  gi\'e  it  him — but  you  fhall  hear — 

Good  Sir  !  quoth  I — and  curtley'd  as  I  fpoke —       5 
Our  pit,  you  know,  experts  and  loves  a  joke — 
■'Twere  fit  to  humour  themj  for,  right  or  wrong, 
True  Britons  never  like  the  fame  thing  long. 
To-day  is  fair — t hey  llrut,  huff,  fwear,  harangue — 
To-morrow's  foul — they  fneak  afide,  and  hang.         10 
Is  tUtre  a  war — Peace  !  peace  !  is  all  their  ciy  : 
The  peace  is  made— -then^  blood  i  they'll  fight  and  die. 

Gallants  !  in  talking  thus  I  meant  no  ti-ealbn  \ 
I  would  have  brought,  you  fee,  the  man  to  reafon  ; 
But  with  fome  folk?;  'tis  labour  loll  to  ftrive  ;  15 

A  reasoning  mule  will  neither  lead  nor  drive. 
He  humm'd  and  ha'd :  then,  waking  from  his  dream, 
Cry'd,  I  mull  preach  to  you  his  moral  fcheme. 
A  fcheme,  forlboth  '  to  benefit  the  nation  ! 
Some  queer  odd  whim  of  pious  propagation*  1  20 

Lord  !  talk  lb  here — the  man  mull  be  a  widgeon — 
Druiy  may  propagate — but  not  Religion, 

«  The  profits   arilin-   from  this  play  were   intefidcd   to  be  g'ven  by  th3 
Author  to  the  Societ)  for  propisating  Chriftian  Knowiedse. 
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Yet,  after  all,  to  give  the  devil  his  due, 
Our  Author's  Icheme,  tho'  llrange,  is  wholly  new. 
Well,  fhall  the  novelty  tlien  recommend  it  ?  25 

If  not  from  liking,  fi-om  caprice  befriend  it. 
For  drums  and  routs  make  him  a  while  your  paflion, 
A  little  while  let  Virtue  be  the  fafliion  j 
And,  fpiteof  realor  imagin\i  blunders, 
Ev'n  let  him  live  nine  days,  like  other  wonders.  30 


SONGS. 


SONG. 

TO  A  SCOTCH  TUNE.    THE  BIRKS  OF   INVERMAY. 
I. 

THE  iiniling  morn,  the  breathing  fprlng, 
Invite  the  tuneful  birds  to  fmg. 

And  while  they  war1)le  from  each  fpray, 

Love  melts  the  univerfal  lay. 

Let  us,  Amanda  1  timely  wife,  5 

Like  them  improve  the  hour  that  flies> 
And  in  ibft  raptures  waile  the  day 
Among  the  fhades  of  Invermay. 

II. 
For  foon  the  winter  of  the  year. 

And  age,  life's  winter,  will  appear  j  10 

At  this  thy  living  bloom  muft  fade, 
As  that  will  ftrip  the  verdent  fhade  : 
Our  talle  of  pleafure  then  is  o'er  ; 
The  tcather'd  fonglters  love  no  more  j 
And  when  they  droop,  and  we  decay. 
Adieu  the  fhades  of  Invennay  !  16 

SONG, 

TO    A    SCOTCH    TUNE.     MARY    SCOT. 
I. 

WHERE  Tliames,\ilong  the  daify'd  meads, 
His  v/ave  in  lucid  maze*  leads, 
Si;ent,  llovv,  Itireiieiy  tiowing, 
NVeakh  on  e:  h-rr  (hore  bertywl 


1^2  SONGS. 

There,  in  a  fare,  tho'  fmali  retreat,  5 

Content  and  Love  have  fix'd  their  Teat  j 
Love,  that  counts  his  duty  pleailue, 
Content  that  knows  and  hugs  his  treallire. 

II. 
From  art,  from  jeaioufy,  lecure, 

As  faith  unblara'd,  as  friendfnip  pure,  10 

Vain  opinion  nobly  fcorning. 
Virtue  aiding,  life  adoring  ; 
Fair  Thames,  along  thy  flow'ry  fide, 
May  thofe  whom  truth  and  realbn  guide. 
All  their  tender  hours  improving. 
Live  like  us,  beloved  and  loving  !  j6 

AN  ODE. 

IN  THE  MASK  OF  ALFRED  : 

S:mg  ly  a  JJjtpherdefs  ivho  has  lojl  her  lo'-ver  in  the  ct'^;v. 

A  YOUTH,  adorn'd  with  ev"ry  art 
To  wami  and  win  the  coldeft  heart, 
In  fecret  mine  poflefs'd  : 
The  morning  bud  that  faireft  blows, 
The  vernal  oak  that  lli-aiteft  grows, 
His  face  and  IhapeexprefsM, 

In  moving  founds  he  told  his  tale, 

8oft  as  the  fighings  of  the  gale 

That  wakes  the  flowTy  year. 

What  wonder  he  could  charm  with  eafp,  10 

Whom  happy  Nature  taught  to  pkafe, 

Whom  Honour  made  fmcere. 

At  morn  he  left  me — foiight— and  fell  \ 
The  fatal  ev"ning  heard  his  kneli, 
And  favv  the  tears  I  Ihed  5  :  5 

Tears  that  muH  ever,  eve.-  fall. 
For,  ah  1  no  fighs  the  paR  rcc;d  ; 
'.^Nc;  cvjes  awake  tiie  dead  !  1 2 

Till-  rxD. 
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